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DAYS IN DOVE DALE 



OR 



HOW I SPENT MY THREE 
WEEKS' HOLIDAY 

(July 24 — Aug. 14, 1884) 



The statesman, lawyer, merchant, man of trade, 

Pants for the refuge of some rural shade, 

Where, all his long anxieties forgot, 

Amid the charms of a sequester'd spot, 
* • * • * 

He may possess the joys he thinks he sees." 

COWPER. 
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" All the young fish seemed to know that I was one who 
had taken out God's certificate, and meant to have the 
value of it ; every one was aware that we desolate more 
than replenish the earth. For a cow might come and look 
into the water, and put her yellow lips down ; a kingfisher, 
like a hlue arrow, might shoot through the dark alleys over 
the channel, or sic on a dipping withy bough, with his beak 

sunk into his breast feathers, and yet no panic 

would seize other life as it does when a sample of man 
comes." — Lorna Doone. 




DEDICATORY LETTER 

TO MY DAUGHTER AND MY GRANDDAUGHTER. 



Twos with yoUf my ALICE, that I had 

^ ^JBUSy fi'^ny a pleasant ramble in the woods 

and over the rocks which encompass the 

winding "Dove ;^^ with you I climbed 

^ up steep Thorpe Cloud, and scrambled over Bunster ; 

, Tvith you I caught glimpses of the sweetly flowing 

^ ** Wye " at H addon Hall and Rowsley ; and it was 

■y with you, that together we explored its sources and 

"^ encountered its noxious fumes at Buxton ; and as 

® for you, my little LORNA, this small book, tfit serves 

no other purpose, may serve to remind you, wheti 

you grow older, that once upon a time, when you 

were not yet three years old, you romped with your 

old grandfather and the good dog ** Rattler " on the 

green grass under the apple trees ; rode with him on 

the donkeys; and fished with him in the river! How 

you, like another amateur angler, were fully equipped 

with his walking-stick for your rod, two yards 

of twine for your line, a pin for your hook, aftd a 

battered metal minnow for your fish ! How you 

laughed and crowed as you threw your line into the 

water, and how gleefully you landed your little tin 

**tout! " To you, my daughter, who sympathized 

with my disasters and laughed at my adventures, 

and so encouraged me to write and print these 

letters; and to you, my smallest of piscators, I 

dedicate this little volume, in remembrance of our 

pleasant holidays in Dove Dale. 

E.M, 

London^ 
Sept. II, 1884. 





PREFATORY NOTE 

TO ALL READERS, *' BUT ESPECIALLY 
TO THE HONEST ANGLER." 

THINK fit to tell thee these follow- 
ing truths, that I did neither under- 
take, nor write, nor publish, atid 
much less own, this discourse, to please myself; 
and having been too easily drawn to do all to 
please others, as I proposed not the gaining 
of credit by this undertaking, so I would not 
willingly lose any part of that to which I had 
a just title before I begun it, and do therefore 
desire and hope,zf I deserve not commendaiion, 
yet I may obtain pardon . . . and I wish the 
reader also to take notice that in writing of 
it I have mcule myself a recreation of^i re- 
creationP 

I, an amateur angler, a humble disciple, 
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venture to think I may, without too great 

presumption, adopt these words of the great 

master, as my apology for making a little 

book of these very slight sketches of my three 

weeks* experiences as an angler in Dove 

Dale. " If thou be a severe, sour-com- 

plexioned man,'' or if thou be " a grave and 

busy man," thou wilt not care to read them — 

but whether thou be grave or busy, gentle or 

sour, if thou be an honest angler, I will wish 

" the east wind may never blow when thou 

goest a-fishing.'' 

If thou, my critic, desirest to put thy hook 

into me, do it, I pray thee, as though thoo 

lovest me — remembering how thy master 

taught thee to hook a live frog — harm me as 

little as thou canst, that I may live the 

longer. 

E. M. 
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AN AMATEUR ANGLER'S 
DAYS IN DOVE DALE. 

LETTER NO. I. 




a fish SI 



-The 



I AM here to angle, not to write 
I letters about business. Though old 
in years, 1 am a young, and, there- 
fore, most enthusiastic disciple of Master 
I^aak Walton. You will have a faint idea of 
my enthusiasm when I tell you that I started 
this morning in a steady downpour, at a little 
after eight, to commence operations on the 
tcout and the grayling of "The Dove." 

I started equipped in the best style possible ; 
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I had walked five miles yesterday to Ash- 
bourne to buy me a mackintosh. I had a fly- 
book that Charles Cotton would have envied. 
Every fly that ever flew over the waters of "The 
Dove " is represented in that book. I have a 
rod of the newest pattern, and a crack reel, 
with patent self-acting machinery inside of it. 
I have a line so strong that nothing can break 
it, and yet so light and pliant that it is sup- 
posed to fall upon the water like the gentle 
zephyr. I have a landing net strong enough 
to land a 30 lb. salmon, and yet so light as 
to add no perceptible weight to my equip- 
ment. 

Thus equipped I started, commencing ope- 
rations at the lower end of my three miles of 
water — the southern entrance to the Dale. I 
had received verbal advice as to my method 
of procedure from one of the most deadly 
slayers of trout of modern days. I was told 
to fish with a dry Hy^ and with a dry fly I com- 
menced. 

First, however, I examined the water with 
a critical eye, to see what sort of a fly the 
fish were taking ; but after long and patient 
watching I could discover neither fish nor fly, 
so I selected as a leader a blackish fly, with 
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white wings, called, I believe, " The Coach- 
man," then two others, a dun and a brown, 
whose names I forget. 

Before I had thrown a dozen times, a man 
in velveteens turned up, and asked for my 
license ; having satisfied him, and rewarded 
him besides for his kindness in demanding 
my passport to "The Dove," he asked to 
see my flies. He pronounced them splendid 
— deadly ; with such flies I may be sure of 
getting back to " The Izaak Walton'' with a 
fine dish for dinner. 

Thus encouraged I started afresh, and not 
forgetting the injunction of my piscatorial 
Cromwell to keep my flies dry — wet fly fishing 
being exploded — I began to thrash "The 
Dove." 

How to keep your flies dry in a torrent of 
rain, and whilst throwing on the water, was a 
problem which puzzled me a good deal. The 
way to do it, I was told, was to swing the line 
backwards and forwards constantly, and then 
to drop your fly gently on the top of the water, 
and let him sail quietly down, looking as like 
nature as possible. 

Bearing these instructions in mind, I swung 
away splendidly, and got over half a mile 
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of water in ten minutes, but not a rise could 
I get, not a fish could I see. 

By this time I thought it as well just to 
examine my flies to see if I had kept them 
dry or not. To my surprise, when I drew 
the line up pretty close to my eyes, which 
are by no means what they were, not a fly 
was there to be seen. I suppose I must have 
swung them all off ! 

I resolved to be more circumspect in future, 
and after half an hour, in the still pouring 
rain, spent in adjusting a new and splendid 
cast of flies, I threw again ; but unluckily 
I had not considered the spreading branches 
of an oak behind me— my leader was firmly 
fixed in a lofty bough. There was nothing 
for it but to tug away, and chance it. 

I had found, by previous experience, that 
sometimes the boughs gave way — sometimes 
the flies. Alas ! in this case my new cast 
was left floating to the breeze on the top of 
the oak, and I had to set to work once more, 
under the oak's friendly shelter, to construct 
a new cast. This feat being accomplished 
in course of time, again I commenced busi- 
ness. 

It was now twelve o'clock. I had been at 
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work more than three hours already without 
so much as a single bite or rise to afford me the 
slightest encouragement, and yet I believe I 
had done everything that an angler could do to 
insure success. I had been told to keep my 
eyes steadily on the flies when I threw them 
into the water so as to strike in about the 
sixtieth part of a second after the fish had 
given the slightest indication of a desire to 
swallow my fly, but I never once saw such an 
inclination on the part of any fish ; in fact, I 
cannot honestly say that I did keep my eyes 
on my flies, for, although I tried my best, no 
sooner had I consigned them to the water than 
they disappeared from my ken altogether, so 
that whether or not any little fish ever came 
up to look at them I am quite unable to say. 

Now, if you will believe me, on my first throw 
with my new cast my attention was distracted 
by a beaut ifuUy-plumaged bird, which flew up 
the stream, and whilst following this charming 
specimen of the feathered tribe, instead of 
watching my flies, I felt a tremendous tug at 
my line. 

"•Here you are at last," thought I, "perse- 
verance is being rewarded — I at one end of 
the line and a vigorous trout at the other i 
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That young fellow at *The Izaak' who 
boasted to me this morning that, with his 
young bride to help him, he had hooked two 
tremendous big ones (which, however, some- 
how managed to * hook it ' from him), will no 
longer be able to crow over me." 

This, and many another exciting thought, 
rushed through my brain, at this supreme 
moment. Here I am with my trout fast 
enough ; but how am I to get him out? is 
now the problem which exercises me. I 
am quite aware that the landing net is the 
proper thing, but how am I to get it around 
him? 

How can I manage my rod, my line, and 
my fish with one hand, and pass my net under 
the fish with the other, and at the same time 
prevent myself from tumbling down a Steep 
bank into a deep hole ? 

This was a puzzle. I had been told, and 
I well remembered it, always to keep the 
point of my rod up when landing a fish, but 
how the deuce could I do all these things at 
once? 

How could I wind up, let out, play my fish, 
keep the rod up, have the net ready, and pro- 
tect myself from slipping down the bank, the 
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rain coming down worse than ever? How 
could one pair of hands attend to all these 
things ? 

Alas ! I found myself sliding ; down went 
the point of my rod, and when I lifted it again 
the line was no longer taut — my fish had 
broken his hold, and I was left disconsolate. 

If this were not an isolated fact I should 
have been inclined to argue from it that, in- 
stead of keeping your eyes ou the fly, it is 
better to keep them off it. The fish evidently 
has his eye on you and the fly, and the 
moment your eye is off, dash he goes at your 
fly! 

I am sorry I have only this one fact to sup- 
port my new theory ; whilst against it I am 
bound to adduce the, perhaps, condemnatory 
fact that I tested my theory by subsequently 
perseveringly keeping my eyes off my flies ; 
but I am sorry to say the trout of to-day would 
not be done by that deep ruse. 

I should not have been a true disciple ot 
Izaak had I given in. Hitherto I had fished 
and walked rapidly ; now I decided to con- 
fine myself to one*spot and fish that tho- 
roughly. 

Away across the stream I saw a trout on 
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the look-out ; the water was clear, and he was 
the first I had really seen on the feed. Now, 
thought I, for a battle royal. All the arts 
I have ever been taught and all the native 
skill I possess shall be brought to bear upon 
that trout. First, I will throw a -yard or t>vo 
above him and let the bait flow gently down 
into his mouth, as it were. 

I thVew, but somehow my three flies had 
got mixed up, and instead of reaching him, 
they fell in a heap far short of him. 

It took me nearly half an hour to disentangle 
those precious flies — the way they have of 
hooking on to each other, of catching hold of 
a knot, of doubling up on themselves, and 
when at last fairly disentangled, of getting 
hold of your hat, or your arms, or your trou- 
sers, is something really wonderful ; but using 
my most powerful glasses, I at last succeeded 
in fairly straightening them out, and got an- 
other throw at my friendly trout, who was 
still there waiting for me. 

This time I did get above him, and it was 
jeally curious to see how he turned up his eye, 
winked it, in fact, wagged his tail, and allowed 
my tempting flies to pass on. 

I had been advised that it is an excellent 
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plan sometimes, when the occasion serves, to 
cast your fly over to the opposite bank, and 
then humour it gently and innocently down 
off the bank, so that it may fall just like a 
natural fly softly on the water within a foot 
or two of your trout's nose — that is certain 
death ; the wisest and most cautious old trout 
that ever was has been caught by such a 
stratagem as that. 

Well, here the occasion did serve admirably. 
My trout was just a yard from a gently slop- 
ing bank, and all I had to do was to follow 
the above given advice. 

I threw accordingly, and with my usual 
luck caught fast in a sturdy thistle ! I did 
not wish to risk another cast by having a fight 
with the thistle and be worsted as I had been 
by the oak, so I took a quarter of a mile walk 
to some stepping stones, and when I got up 
to my thistle, I was not a little chagrined to 
find that he had already let go my fly, which 
was quietly dangling down the water waiting 
my return. 

I am sorry to say that I could do nothing 
to allure that sarcastic trout, though I per- 
severed still for many anxious minutes. For 
the present, however, I have given him up, 
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though I hope on another occasion to have a 
try at him again. 

I must now give up. I have had from five 
to six hours of angling in a pelting, continuous 
storm of rain, and I begin to think myself a 
worthy disciple of the great master, especially 
as my courage is not a whit abated ; but the 
inner man craves for what is not here. 

So absorbed have I been in my occupa- 
tion for the last five hours, that it only now 
strikes me that nature and I are here alone 
together in the midst of her most lovely 
scenery, with only two water wagtails to 
keep us company. ^lere I could remain for 
hours were it not for the pelting rain and that 
inward monitor already mentioned.^ 

So now I have reached " The Izaak.*' 
Luncheon waiting me for hours. I could not 
touch it. My feet as wet and sloppy as 

» ** On entering Dove Dale it is impossible not to be 
struck with the almost instantaneous change of scenery, so 
different from the surrounding country. Here, instead of 
the brown heath, or the rich meadow, rocks abrupt and 
vast, their grey sides harmonized by mosses, lichens, and 
yew trees, their tops sprinkled with mountain ash, rise on 
each side. The mountains that enclose this narrow dell 
rise very precipitous, and bear on their sides fragments of 
rock, that, at a distance, look like the remains of some 
ruined castle." — Davies. 
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water could make them, my felt hat spoilt, 
myself shivering with cold, and with a feeling 
of collapse and congestion which entirely 
prevents my eating or doing anything but 
write these incoherent lines to you. 

It is all very well for poets to talk about 
" taking one's ease at one's inn ; " but it is 
not so easy a thing to feel comfortable even 
there, when the rain is pouring and everything 
is so depressing, from' the draggled hens and 
geese outside to the grumbling of our better 
halves inside for bringing them to such a 
place and calling it a holiday/ 

I have just received a letter from my friend 

H. M. Stanley, from which, as it bears on 

angling, I venture to quote : — 

"No, I never went a fly-fishing; it is not in my line ! I 
should certainly feel my time was being squandered." (Fly- 
fishing—time squandered ! what say ye to that, Piscators?) 
. . . "By the way, why don't you try the Congo country? 
There you may fish for crocodiles, or if you are inclined to 
be ambitious, for a fine fat hippopotamus ! " Certainly, my 
friend, I will go, if thou canst tell me how to "draw out 
Leviathan with an hook," or to catch a crocodile with a fly ! 





LETTER No. II. 




'* I love the woods, the pleasant woods in spring. 
In autumn when all round the tempests ring, 
But most in summer, then love I green bowers, 
And shaded mossy banks, inlaid with flowers." 1 

ATURDAY, Aug. 2, the first of my 
angling experiences, was the wettest 
I have known for many a day. I 
have already told you how I fared on that, to 
me, very memorable occasion. It rained 
steadily from 8 a.m. on Saturday till 1 1 a.m. 
on Sunday without intermission. 

The Dale, you know, is a centre of attrac- 
tion for all the country round, and Saturday 
always brings a number of visitors. They 
came in four-horse coaches, in " Derby 
dillies carrying six insides," in vans, and 
waggonettes, and traps, all soaked in rain, 
and in rain some of the most adventurous 

1 I am quite sure that this is not a correct quotation, but 
it is the best my treacherous memory will help me to. 
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Started ofif for the river ; but most remained 
under the friendly shelter of the hotel. 

Happy youths and maidens, what cared 
they for wind or weather ! They departed as 
they came, in a steady downpour, happy and 
joyous as if in the brightest sunshine. 

Yesterday afternoon, it being tolerably fine, 
I started off to survey, in sunshine, the scenes 
of my previous day's exploits in showers. 

I was accompanied only by my umbrella, 
and having as suddenly become a lover of 
nature as I had become a disciple of Izaak 
Walton, I revelled in the beauties of the ever- 
changing scenery through which I rambled ; 
but now a sad reflection was forced upon me. 
I have been a business man for nearly fifty 
years, alas ! 

*' Hackney'd in business, wearied at the oar 

Which thousands once fast bhained to quit no more ! " 

and during all that time nature and I have 
been for the most part strangers to each 
other ; and now that I meet her in her most 
enchanting beauty, I feel like a bashful lover, 
unable to find a single phrase wherewith to 
address her, or to express my admiration. 
I would advise all young people to study 
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the language of nature in their youth, and in 
old age they will be able to hold intelligent 
converse with her. 

" Gather yc rosebuds while ye may, 

Old time is still a-flying ; 
Aud this same flower that smiles to-day, 

To-morrow may be dying." 

Here am I, an old man, wandering through 
lovely scenes with a sort of childish delight ; 
but with a feeling of mournful regret that, 
withal, nature and I are strangers. 

How have I neglected her in my youthful 
days ! And how she laughs at me now in my 
old age ! 

" Nigh three score years employ'd with ceaseless care 
In catching smoke, and feeding upon air." 

I long to be a botanist, an artist, a geologist, 
a fern collector, even a genuine piscator ! 
I want to seize nature by some one of her 
many glorious features, and be able to say, 
" Here, at least, thou art mine." 

" Nature indeed looks prettily in rhyme, 
Streams tinkle sweetly in poetic chime." 

But she evades my grasp. I see around 
me green trees, and shrubs, and plants ; at 
my feet, a limpid, rippling stream ; far away 
above my head, bare rocks and wood-clad 
heights — ^but what are these to me ? 
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Of ferns I could see none, and if I had 
seen them, how could I distinguish the rare 
from the common ? 

The prevailing plant on the water's margin 
was a large-leafed one — to my ignorant mind 
like rhubarb as one sees it in market gardens, 
and in Covent G^irden. It must surely be 
wild rhubarb. 

Thus I wandered through the winding vale 
in childish admiration of the new pictures 
ever opening up before me. 

The most remarkable features of this won- 
derful valley seem to me to be the weird 
spires of grey rock, 

" Whose silent finger points to heaven," 

every here and there standing up abruptly, 
some of them over a hundred feet above the 
green foliage which lines the hills on either 
side. It does not require much imagination 
to fancy these gigantic rocky pillars to be the 
ruins of some giant's fortress. 

Looking upward, I beheld a picture which 
reminded me of that terrible frontispiece to 
"The Whole Duty of Man,'' which has 
haunted me from my childhood — it looked so 
like the grim, wide open jaws of death ! 

The entrance to this awful cavern was 
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about one hundred and fifty feet almost per- 
pendicularly above me ; but like a trembling 
bird at the gaze of a serpent, I was fascinated. 
I felt bound to ascend that terrible height, 
and be swallowed up by that fearful, widely- 
gaping mouth. 

I scrambled up on my hands and knees, 
holding on now by tufts of grass, now by jut- 
ting rocks, until at length, breathless and 
exhausted, I tumbled headlong into that fear- 
ful monster's jaws ! 

After a lapse of time — I know not how 
long — I recovered my breath, and looking 
round, it did not seem to me so grim a place 
as my excited imagination had painted it. 

I observed here and there the ends of 
smoked cigars, fragments of tobacco pipes, 
and other mundane things, which sufficiently 
assured me that I was not " the first that ever 
burst '' into that silent cave. 

In my case, comparatively speaking, it had 
been " facilis ojcensus Averni,'' but how to 
get down again " hoc opus, hie labor, est ! " 
That was really a trying time for me, for 
remember I was alone. 

I felt it was an easy matter to break my 
bones in scrambling down those slippery 
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Stones ; so I looked upwards and around, 
and at length I spied a side path which 
seemed to lead perpendicularly another hun- 
dred feet or so to the outside top or head of 
the giant's cave/ and as it presented jutting 
rocks, tufts of strong-looking grass, and here 
and there a tough young ash plant, I deter- 
mined to try the ascent to the top, in the hope 
of finding my way down the other side of the 
mountain, rather than " retrograde" the way 
I had climbed so far ; and accordingly I set 
to work, but I found this tougher work than 
the first ascent. 

I had got nearly to the top when the terrible 
thought assailed me, "Suppose there is no 
outlet there ! " To descend the way I had 
climbed, on looking down I felt to be quite 
beyond my powers. 

In ascending I had prided myself on my 
alpine, youthful agility, but now my poor old 
limbs trembled violently beneath me ; it was 
clear that I could not sleep on that little 
ledge, I scorned the idea of shouting for 
assistance, and if I had I do not quite see 

1 I am told that in the guide books this rock is called 
" Reynard's Cave," but I make a point of never looking at 
guide books. 

C 
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how anybody could come to me ; so straining 
every nerve, I managed to reach a friendly 
young sapling at the very top of the precipice, 
and I landed clear above it on the mountain's 
brow, triumphant, but exhausted in wind and 
limb.^ 

After a short interval of rest, I descended 
gradually to the margin of the gently-flowing 
" Dove." In coming down I had heard some 
crashes in the woods on the opposite hills, and 
on reaching the bottom whom should I see on 
the other side but my old friend the keeper. 

1 " The Rev. Mr. LangtOn, Dean of Clogher, in Ireland, 
proposed to ascend on horseback a very steep precipice,* 
near Reynard's Hole, apparently between three and four 
hundred feet high ; and Miss La Roche, a young lady of 
the dean's party, agreed to accompany him on the same 
horse. When they had climbed the rock to a considerable 
height, the poor animal, unable to sustain the fatigue of the 
task imposed upon him, fell under his burden and rolled 
down the steep. The dean was precipitated to the bottom, 
where he was taken up so bruised and mangled by the fall, 
that he expired in a few days after, and was buried in 
Ashbome church : but the young lady, whose descent had 
been retarded by her hair entangling in a bramble bush, 
slowly recovered ; though when disengaged she was in- 
sensible, and continued so for two days. The horse, more 
fortunate than its riders, was but very slightly injured." — 
William Shipley's Art of Fly-Fishing . 



* This was the route by which I descended the moun 
tain. — A. A. 



DAYS IN DOVE DALE, 19 

" Well/' said he, " I was surprised to see 
you up there ! " 

There was just a little something in his 
tone not quite intelligible to me ; whether it 
meant sarcasm at my folly or admiration of 
my manly performance, I was uncertain. 

" How on earth did you get on top of that 
hill ? " he added ; and when I told him I had 
got there through the Giant's Cave, he only 
said, " I wouldn't a' done it for some- 
thing ! " 

After this he waded across the stream, and 
we became quite friendly-like and confi- 
dential. He remarked that the river was in 
capital order, just a little discoloured, and the 
trout were rising famously. 

" It's a curious thing," he said, " but I have 
often noticed, and other people have said the 
same, that fish do rise better on Sundays 
than on any other days. I suppose they 
get to know that people don't fish on 
Sundays.*' 

This reminds me of what Mast,er Izaak 
Walton tells us on the authority of Josephus, 
" that learned Jew," that there is a river in 
Judea, "that runs swiftly all the six days 
of the week, and" (reversing the conduct 
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of the fishes) " stands still and rests all their 
Sabbath/' 

A pretty bird flew up and skimmed along 
the water. It was the same kind of bird as 
the one which on Saturday caused me to lose 
my only fish. 

. " Is that a kingfisher ? " said I. " No," he 
replied, " that's a water ouzelP 

I remarked that I had also seen a little 
bird, strange to me, about the size and colour 
of a lark, but with a white back, now skim- 
ming the water, and now pretending to pick 
up insects on the grass. 

"I don't know the proper name of that 
bird, but from your description I should think 
it must be what I call a 'dipper.' And I 
believe that both he and the water ouzel are 
about the worst fish poachers we have in 
these parts. People in other parts wouldn't 
believe that we had water ouzels here, and I 
remember some years ago a clergyman from 
Warwickshire sent a messenger specially to 
me to get him a brace of water ouzels. I 
soon got him three, and he was so pleased 
that he made me a handsome present, but I 
have my ideas that it wasn't much to what he 
got by those birds. I have heard that, not- 
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withstanding his being a clergyman, he had 
made a bet of ten pounds with another man 
who declared there were no water ouzels on 
* The Dove,' and of course he won it." ^ 

Thus we chatted along. I asked him if he 
could tell me how to get a good appetite, and 
he said that if I could not get a good appetite 
for dinner after such a climb as he had seen 
me perform, he could oifer me no better pre- 
scription. For himself, he always did with 
one good meal a day ; " but then," says he, 
" I generally take from five to six pints of 
beer a day, and I find it does me good. I 
am on my feet about these hills and dales 
from daylight to dark, and I don't know as 
there is ever anything the matter with me." 

I should think not, indeed, for a more 
jolly, genial picture of good health I never 
came across in my life— a splendid example 

1 There seems to be a specialty about the neck feathers of 
the real ouzel which mark its character ; and these feathers 
are found on " The iDove ** ouzel. Maunder identifies it 
with " The Dipper ; " if so, the keeper was wrong as to that 
little white-backed bird. The other kind, I find, is called 
the Ring- ouzel, of which ** the breast of the male is distin- 
guished by a crescent of pure white, which almost surrounds 
the neck i on the female this crescent is much less conspicu- 
ous, and in some birds it is wholly wanting : " this is cer- 
tainly not the ouzel of '* The Dove." 
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of what good air, good ale, and outdoor 
exercise can make of a man. How I envy 
him ! For here am I, a poor valetudinarian 
(to say nothing of being a sexagenarian), who 
dare not touch a glass of ale ; and now after 
this six miles' walk and scramble over that 
awful cave without any appetite whatever. 

They seem to get all sorts of people at this 
hotel. There are, I dare say, some like me, 
that '^ ha'e meat, an canna eat," and also some 
"as can eat" — like a company of ladies 
(mostly foreigners, judging by their names), 
under whose inscriptions in the visitor's book 
some wag has written : — 

" They ate so much, and they drank so much. 

And so little they cared to pay ; 
That it was well for this hotel 

When this lot went away." 

But I must be off. The trout are waiting for 
me with open mouths ; the water is in better 
" fettle " than ever, so perhaps I shall tell you 
of my success in another letter. 




LETTER No. III. 



** North. You never beat me at the fishing, sir, and never 
will beat me at the fishing, sir, while your name is Hogg. 
I killed that day — in half the time— double the number. 

" Shepherd. But wecht, sir — wecht, sir — wecht— and every 
wean kens that in fishin for a wager, wecht wins — its aye de- 
cided by wecht. 

'* North. The weight of your basket was not nearly equal 
to mine. You — 

" Shepherd. Confound me, gin, on an average, ane o' my 
troots didna conteen mair cubic inphes than three o' yourh 
. . . The fack o' yours was mere fry — and some had the 
appearance o* bein baggy mennons." — Nodes Atnbrosiatue. 

THINK I told you in my last that 
the opea-mouthed trout were wait- 
ing for me. They were ! It had been 
a fine, bright morning ; but when I got down 
to the water, the water came down on me, as 
usual, in torrents. 

I started about three o'clock, well covered 
as to my back with my new mackintosh ; but 
my poor feet and legs were badly off, and 
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were soon in a sloppy, floppy state ; but what 
cared I ? I began down at the bridge, and 
worked up stream, casting three flies. I had 
a notion, derived, I believe, from such an ex- 
perienced Mentor as yourself, that it was the 
proper thing to do. 

Fish, you know, generally lie with their 
heads up stream ; so if you throw a good way 
up and let your flies float gently down, they 
naturally fall into the open-mouthed trout. 
Well, 1 tried that plan all yesterday after- 
noon ; this time I did not hurry along. I 
followed the great master's advice. Unlike 
Peveril of the Peak, I took heed to old Izaak 
Walton's recommendation to "fish the 
streams inch by inch ; " but, nevertheless, I 
gave preference to the spots "where the 
stream broke sparkling over a stone, or where, 
gliding away from a rippling current to a still 
eddy, it streamed under the projecting bank, 
or dashed from the pool of some low cas- 
cade.'' 

Ah ! those " low cascades " — there are 
scores of them in the three miles winding of 
" The Dove ; " how fondly I fished those 
" rippHng currents." I was not in the least 
discouraged by getting no nibble — not the 
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least indication on the part of the fish that 
they were conscious of the tempting flies I 
put before them. 

I had met a venerable old man with an 
immense fish basket, landing net, and all the 
other needful impedimenta. He might have 
been Izaak himself, so deftly did he handle 
his tools. He asked me how I fared, and I 
told him that I had caught nothing, but I 
meant to persevere. He, too, had not been 
blessed with a nibble. 

Further on I encountered that young fellow 
and his charming bride. They had fished all 
the morning and were now returning trium- 
phant, haviilg had four rises and two bites ! 
But this successful young angler rather de- 
spises trout fishing. 

" Salmon fishing is the sport I like," said 
he. " A thirty pounder at the end of your line, 
you know, that's the sort of thing for me ! " 

I felt encouraged, determined, in spite of 
pelting rain, to persevere, and so I plodded 
on. I should tell you that my genial friend 
the keeper had put me up to a dodge. 

You will remember that just above the point 

, where the stepping-stones are, and opposite 

to where the old woman keeps her donkeys. 
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the left side of the river is fenced off by a 
strong iron gate, with notice-board warning 
intruders to go away ; but I had the right 
(useless without the key) to pass this barrier 
at any time. 

" The gate is not really locked," said he ; 
*^ it sticks in a peculiar way, and it can only be 
opened by a secret trick," which he imparted 
to me. Unluckily it happened that I had not 
quite learnt the trick. I thought he had told 
me to lift the gate lightly off its hinges and so 
pass through, deftly dropping it on again. 

So I marched up to the gate and tried the 
little dodge ; but, alas ! the gate is made of 
iron, and must weigh, at least, half a ton ! I 
lifted and strained with all my might, but not 
a bit would it move. 

I had imagined from the way the brawny 
keeper spoke of it that I had only to touch 
it with my little finger and up it would go ! 
But brawny and muscular as he is, I defy him 
and another man to boot to lift that gate off 
its hinges ; and yet he could not have in- 
tended to deceive me. I must have mislearnt 
my lesson. 

Chagrined and disappointed, I had to re- 
turn to the stepping-stones and recross the 
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stream. I was disappointed, because that 
left side is level and easy travelling, whilst 
the right is rugged, rocky, and unequal ; be- 
sides, on the left, the wind would have helped 
me to lay my flies just where I wanted them 
to go, whilst on the right it only baffled me. 

In my perplexity the donkey-boy came to 
my assistance. 

" If you want to go to the other side, I can 
open the gate," said he. 

" Certainly I do," I replied. My donkey- 
boy, without key or other appliance, had only 
to cry " open sesame,^' and open it flew. I re- 
warded him so handsomely that he voluntarily 
exclaimed, " I shall be gone before you return, 
but I will leave it open for you," for which I 
thanked him, and went on my way. 

Above all others, " The Dove " certainly is 
" the brook " which everlastingly sings — 

" I chatter, chatter, as I flow 

To join the brimming river, 
For men may come and men may go. 

But I flow on for ever.*' 

Men do come here now as they did in 
Izaak's time, and as he himself came ; and, 
alas ! men do go, as he has gone. I, too, 
must leave soon ; but before I go let me pause 
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for a moment to inform those of my readers 
who know not this lovely spot, that "Th6 
Dove *' is not like other rivers.^ 

"It winds about, and in and out, 

With here a blossom sailing. 
And here and there a lusty trout, 

And here and there a grayling." 

It runs in a perfect zigzag — straight from 
each zag toeachzig — then suddenly turning an 
abrupt comer straight on to another zag, and 
so on, each stretch running for two or three 
hundred yards, each side lined with limestone 
mossy rocks and steeple-like spires, or wood- 
clad hills coming sheer down to the water's 
edge, leaving only a narrow space varying 
from one to ten yards for Piscator's opera- 
tions. 

In each of these stretches are two or three 
cascades, which extend quite across the 
stream like natural mill-dams, forming pretty 
waterfalls of 3 ft. or 4 ft. deep. It is at the 
foot of these little cataracts that the hopes of 
the experienced angler lie : here, if anywhere, 
will you catch your wary trout. 

1 Sir Oswald Mosley^ Bart,, says ." The Dove " was so 
called from the British word " dwfr" (water). Cotton says 
it is so called from the swiftness of its current. 
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It was here, in one of these musical swirls, 
that I, the youngest disciple, hooked and 
landed my Jirst trout. Ah ! the excitement of 
that happy moment, when to my utter as- 
tonishment I felt a heavy tug at my rod ! 
" Pooh ! another weed," I cried. 

But it moves— it dashes down the stream — 
it dashes up again to the cascade — it shows 
now and again in the frothing water a lovely 
pink and yellow belly. 

It is fwt a weed, it is a splendid trout ! 
Shade of Izaak ! what shall I do ? How am 
I to keep hold of him .^^ He dashes away here 
and there, now under the rock, now away off, 
and for a second or two he lies under some 
thick flowering weeds, then off again ! What 
ought I to do } 

All my theoretical lessons have gone out 
of my head except this solitary one, " Keep 
the point of your rod up." I kept it up. I 
gradually wound up, but let out again as my 
fish displayed a disposition to come in or go 
away. 

I had, on a previous occasion, found a 
landing net a quite unnecessary encumbrance, 
so now that I sorely needed it I had 
not brought it with me. By degrees my trout 
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seemed to become exhausted by the unequal 
struggle, and for a moment lay up on a tuft 
of grass nearly out of the water, apparently 
to take breath. 

I thought it best not to give him time to re- 
gain his strength, so I gently lifted him 
straight up from his grassy bed and threw 
him on to another not quite so congenial to 
him ; but I had him safe. 

I had got him only by the skin of his teeth, 
for he fell on terra firma freed from the hook, 
and I was puzzled to know which of my 
doughty flies had performed the deadly deed. 

Thus encouraged — I may say, perhaps, un- 
duly elated — inch by inch I flogged that 
pretty pool, but with no more success, so on 
I went to another cascade ; and there, to my 
perfect bewilderment, I hooked and landed 
another trout, under circumstances so exactly 
like the first that it would be waste of words 
to redescribe them. Need I say how proud 
I was? I felt like Sir Francis Chantrey 
with his two salmon.^ 

1 Sir Walter Scott says that when Sir F. Chantrey caught 
two salmon in one morning, " his sense of self-importance 
exceeded twentyfold that which he felt on the production 
of any of the masterpieces which have immortaliced him." 



DA YS IN DOVE DALE. 31 

I saw a party of ladies coming along on 
the opposite side in mackintoshes and under 
umbrellas, (for rain does not keep ladies in- 
doors in these parts,) so with pardonable 
vanity I laid my brace of trout on a con- 
spicuous bank where they could easily see 
them, and no doubt remark, " See, there is a 
true Waltonian ; he knows how to do it ! " 

Well, now I perceive a wet and dripping 
angler coming down the other side. " What 
sport, my friend ? " cried I. "I have toiled 
all day," he replied, " and have caught 
nothing. Not a rise, not a bite ! How fares 
it with you } " 

" Oh," said I, " poorly, very poorly, only 
these two half-pounders. Nice little fish, are 
they not ? " 

Then he asked the name of the fly I was 
using, and I at once told him, for I am not 
selfish in such matters, that my little " honey 
dun bumble *' had done these deeds, and I 
advised him to ^o over to Foster's, of Ash- 
bourne, who would furnish him to his heart's 
content. 

And now I started homewards ; but — 
could one believe it ? — that rascally donkey- 
boy had no^ left the iron gate open ! What in 
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the name of Izaak am I to do ? I cannot get 
over it, it is lined with spikes. I cannot get 
round it, there is a high stone wall, and the 
water is 6 ft. deep on one side, and the rock 
rises abruptly for a hundred feet on the other. 
I cannot get through it, for how am I, a weak 
old man, to lift a gate of half a ton 1 Why did 
I not pay more attention to the keeper's in- 
struction ? Why did I not watch that donkey- 
boy's " open sesame " ? 

I must puzzle out the secret for myself; 
and I did, after endless exertion, find it out. 
It is very simple when you know how. But 
^ don't intend to betray my friendly keeper's 
secret — not I. 

How. I astonished my friends and m]^^ 
Neighbours, and especially how I aroused i^ 

the admiration — not to say, the envy — of that 
young fellow and his charming bride, when 
I dangled my beauties before their eyes, I 
need not relate. Two hours after my trout 
had been disporting themselves in "The 
Dove " were they placed before me at dinner, 
cooked in the way they only know how at 
" The Izaak." 

I have tasted trout from all parts many a 
time, but never before have I tasted anything 



DA YS IN DO VE DALE. 33 

to equal the delicate, delicious flavour of these 
of my own catching.^ I must say that the 
strangers in the hotel respected my prowess 
far more than did my own familiar friends ; 
even the wife of my bosom slyly inquired if 
I had caught them with a " silver hook." I 
rejected the imputation with scorn. 

1 The flavour of " Dove " trout is noted far and wide, and 
presents, in this respect, a remarkable contrast to that of 
the trout in the neighbouring "Manifold," which cannot be 
compared to it for sweetness and delicacy — the latter has a 
somewhat earthy taste, probably derived from the long 
underground course of that river. What says our old friend 
Charles Cotton ? — 

" Pise. And now, sir, what think you of oi^r riven, 
' Dove ? ' 

'* Viat, I think it to be the best trout river in England ; 
And am so far in love with it, that if k were, mine, and that 
I. could keep it to myself, I would not exchange l^at w£^t^ 
for all the land it runs over, to be totally debarrecFironi it. 

" Pise. That compliment to the river speaks you a true 
lover of the art of angling. . . . And now, sir, I will dress 
you this dish of fish for your dinner. . . . Now, sir, what 
say you ? am I a tolerable cook, or no ? 

" Viat. So good a one that I did never eat so good fish in 
my life. This fish is infinitely better than any I ever tasted 
of the kind in my life. . *Tis quite another thing than our 
trouts about London." 



D 




LETTER No. IV. 

" Shepherd. IJoo the swarm's raging wud ! The hummin 
heavens is ower het to haud them — and if ae leader chances 
to cast his ee hither, we are lost. For let but ane set the ex- 
ample, and in a moment there'll be a charge o' beggonets." 
— Nodes Ambrosiatue. 




AST night I had another turn at the 
river, but nothing came of it more 
remarkable than the usual good 
wetting. J[ started, it is true, with sanguine 
expectations, inspired partly by my grand 
success of the day before, and partly by the 
advice of an aristocratic friend whom I met 
on the way. 

On reaching the water where the wooden 
bridge crosses it, I saw a man leisurely re- 
clining on the rails, and seemingly in blissful 
contemplation of the lovely scenery around 
him. He quietly approached, and with that 
marked courtesy and civility which at once 
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create good fellowship in all true disciples, he 
accosted me. 

My first glance assured me that he was a 
man of substance. He was clad in a hand- 
some suit of Scottish tweed, his cheek was 

■ 

bronzed, and he looked the embodiment of 
good health and substantiality. 

" What sport? " said he. " As yet I have 
not wet my line," I replied. 

" May I, as an old sportsman, have a look 
at your flies ? I am well acquainted with all 
the waters for many miles around here, and 
if you want a day's real sport I will gladly give 
you four miles of the very best water here- 
abouts." 

" Thank you, very much indeed," said I — 
and to myself I said, " I was right in my first 
impression : this is truly a man of broad acres 
and generous impulses." 

He examined my flies with the look of a 
master. " Pooh," said he, " those flies are 
perfectly useless for this water, the gut is too 
coarse, and such flies as these are never seen 
here. You may fish till doomsday with such 
things and catch nothing." 

I expressed my surprise with much humility 
that this should be so, seeing that they had 
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been supplied by the most celebrated maker 
in this neighbourhood. 

" Ah," said he, drawing out a large pocket- 
book, " look at these, my friend. That's the 
fly for grayling in the early morning, this for 
trout in the evening, and this for all-day fish- 
ing for either trout or grayling. Nothing can 
resist it." 

He began to pack them up again, and I— 
how I coveted those wonderful flies. 

" As I have remarked," said he, " if you 
want a real good day I'll give you my card. 
You can write to me and 111 fix it for you. 
Would you care to try a cast of my flies ? " 
he continued. 

I thanked him heartily, and said " I should." 

" There's my card ; and as I hope you will 
be a good customer another day, I will only 
charge you eighteen-pence for this cast, and 
two shillings for a dozen of my choicest flies 
warranted to kill." 

I looked at my friend's card, and then I 
discovered that my great landed proprietor 
" having made the gentle art his intense study 
for years," supplies the best of flies dressed 
from nature by himself at two shillings a 
dozen, &c. 
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I was rather sold, but still had confidence 
in these nature-copied flies, and I worked 
away with my new cast. I got two rises, and 
one 4 oz. trout, which I returned to his native 
element, and then I returned home with my 
usual wet feet ; and so my third day's angling 
was over. 

This morning I decided to give the trout a 
rest, devoting it instead to a quiet contempla- 
tive walk. I strolled over to the pretty village 
of Ilam, and sauntering by the margin of the 
river " Manifold," I again encountered my 
little friend the water ouzel ; this time he was 
not at all shy, he hopped along from stone to 
stone, now dipping his head into the water, 
now disappearing for a few seconds altogether, 
then emerging^ he would make me a few 
pretty curtsies, displaying his white bib and 
tucker just like a national school girl. What 
an industrious little chap he is — he works as 

1 Accoirding to Maunder, Bewick says the latter bird 
'* possesses the power of walking in quest of prey on the 
pebbly bottom of a river." Waterton, commenting on this 
statement, says that from the specific gravityof the bird this 
is as impossible as that human beings should rise into the air. 
Be this as it may, I distinctly aver that I saw the bird dive 
into the water and disappear for a few seconds on two or 
three occasions during my short observation. 
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hard and perseveringly as the starlings on 
my, lawn or in my mulberry tree ! 

I calculate that if every time he pecks the 
moss-covered rocks in the river, or dips his 
head in the water, he kills an insect or a fish, 
he must have swallowed no less than i,8oo 
articles of food, insect or fish, in the half hour 
he gave me the pleasure of his company. 

He not only went up the water with me 
from the point where the river touches the 
road up to the bridge — but he followed me 
back again to the same point, giving me every 
now and then his jerky little curtsey, which 
said plainly enough " Pm pleased to see you, 
stranger, in these parts. Good bye ! " and 
away he sailed, just skimming the water in 
his rapid flight. 

No sooner had I parted with my pretty little 
companion than I heard a strange humming 
in the air that sounded like distant music. 
Looking up, I found myself beneath' a wide- 
spreading sycamore, and looking down I was 
surprised to see the ground covered with dead 
and dying bumble-bees. 

I wonder if any of my apiarian readers 
can explain to me the cause of this strange 
slaughter. Had they over-laden themselves 



DAYS IN DOVE DALE. 39 

with honey, or been surfeited or poisoned by 
it? Or, had some envious wasps or bees 
robbed them of their spoils, and then done 
them to death ? 

" Sic vos non vobis mellificatis, apes " — ^not 
for yourselves do ye gather honey, O ye foolish 
bumble-bees ! Or — when ye consume it your- 
selves it seems you become intoxicated, tum- 
ble helplessly on the flinty road, break your 
backs or necks, and so perish ! 

You see, I have lived so long in the great 
city that all such little things as these, which 
are beneath the notice of country people, are 
novel and curious to me. 

July 31. — Now is the winter of my discon- 
tent made glorious summer ; Jupiter Pluvius 
has given place to sunshine, and in the even- 
ing I ventured forth once more, rod in hand, to 
allure if possible some stray denizen of " The 
Dove." 

My record hitherto, as you know, has been, 
with one memorably exception, a record of 
utter failure. Again, I am sorry to say, it is 
not the story of success. I got one rise, that 
was all. 

For a young and ardent disciple, my even- 
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ing, I assure you, was not one to inspire en- 
thusiasm. Canst thou feel very amiable, oh, 
gentlest of readers, after being caught seven 
times in seven successive throws in bush or 
bramble, tree or root? — and what if thy 
eighth throw lands thy "bumble" in the 
midst of a mass of young and stalwart nettles ? 

That fate and worse befell me in my even- 
ing's ramble. I have been told (indeed, it is 
an old axiom) to " grasp your nettle " if you 
would not be stung by it. As there seemed 
to be no other way of unhooking my unlucky 
hook, I did grasp my nettle with a vengeance, 
and never again will I believe in that old 
axiom ; my belief now and evermore will be 
that the harder you grasp it the more vilely 
will it sting. My tingling, smarting fingers 
for many hours after the event sufficiently 
attest the truth of this assertion. 

But another and far more trying adventure 
befell me on this singular excursion. 

"Why," I have been led to ask myself, 
"should things happen to me, a citizen of 
famous London town, in my rare country 
rambles, such as never in the lifetime of one 
in a hundred of country people happen to 
them ? " Did you, my friend, ever, in your 



DAYS IN DOVE DALE. 41 

backward throw, hook your fly firmly into a 
tough twig on a wasp's nest ? 

By what strange fatality, then, is it that I 
of all piscators in the world should have come 
upon one in this strange way ? " Piscator ic- 
tus sapiet^^ I remember the sting of wasps 
from my schoolboy days. I may be very 
green and innocent in things rural and pisca- 
torial, but I do hope that not one of my 
readers has thought me such a fool as to walk 
up to that twig to release my hook. No ; I 
did what any other sane person would do : I 
threw down my rod and ignominously bolted 
across the meadow pursued by a dozen of 
these little winged beasts. 

One by one they dropped off, five, four, 
three, two ; the last pursued me to the bitter 
end. I threw off my hat, hoping he would 
think that was me; not a bit of it. 

Fortunately, it is more than six weeks since 
my head underwent the operations of a bar- 
ber ; consequently, my back hair is unusually 
long. I felt a fizzle-whizzle on the hollow 
which represents my bump of firmness ; with 
all my might I struck that bump and smashed 
the little wretch before he had time to un- 
sheath his horrid " beggonet." 
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But my difficulties are not yet over. How 
am I to regain my rod, my flies, and my net ? 
I slowly returned to the neighbourhood of the 
nest, dodging cautiously behind the bushes 
till I approached the handle of the rod. I 
then noiselessly unwound a quantity of line, 
and then quietly withdrew the rod till I had 
got it full fifty feet from that horrid twig ; 
then I gave a sharp tug, fully determined to 
sacrifice anything and everything. I tugged 
and pulled, and the wasps became angry 
again ; neither twig nor fly, neither gut nor 
line would give way. I pulled again, a long 
pull and a strong pull, and then came away a 
part of the twig with my bumble sticking in it. 
I ought to have mentioned before, that on 
Wednesday evening, Piscator major arrived ; 
(he has been so named to distinguish him 
from the humble minor who writes these 
line^ On Thursday he made his first attack 
on "The Dove," and captured 7.\ brace of 
fine trout. On Friday the major and I 
. started, filled with grand expectations, to fish 
^ ' the highly-preserved waters of " The Mani- 
fold ; " but it is not wise 

**To swallow gudgeons ere they're catched, 
And count one's chickens ere they're hatched." 
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« 

We had been told that that river swarms with 
grayling and trout. Probably it does, but 
this happened to be a Friday, a fa^t day with 
fishes — it is their day for being eaten, not to 
eat ; at all events, they abstained from flies, 
and doubtless betook themselves to worms. 

The major tried all the arts of which he is 
an easy master, he waded up and he waded 
down, but not a rise could he get — neither 
could I. It was rather tantalizing, for we 
could see fish in abundance, but, as I have 
said, they were on the fast We returned in 
the evening somewhat crestfallen. 

Let me here mention a very curious inci- 
dent which happened to a brother angler, 
Piscator majorhy name. On his first expedi- 
tion he lost his " collar" in the branches of an 
ash overhanging a deep hole ; his second fly 
was hooked, and the leader was thus left 
hanging a few inches above the water. 

That dangling bait attracted the attention 
of a wandering bat, and on revisiting the spot 
next morning, like Little Bo-Peep, " there we 
espied our bat all tied and hung in that tree 
to dry." We found him dead, suspended 
'twijft wind and water to that little hook. 

How that foolish little bat must have 
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Struggled and splashed and dashed before he 
finally succumbed ! The gut is of the finest 
gossamer, and one would have thought he 
could easily have snapped it or the twig ; but 
perhaps his death will be better explained by 
the pliancy of the bough just on the top of 
the water. He probably met the unusual fate 
of being drowned as well as hanged. 

Since this happened a similar incident came 
under the major's notice in his own lake. He 
had left a rod and line with flies in a boat 
house, and to one of the flies a rat somehow 
got himself hooked by a foot ; he managed 
to break the gut above the flies, and got away 
trailing the flies after him. In this way he 
scrambled over the side of a boat which was 
lying at the lake side ; here one of the hooks 
caught in the side of the boat, and the poor 
rat was held suspended over the water, — he 
too must have been drowned as well as 
hanged. 





LETTER No. V. 

*^ Shepherd. You beat the major I You micht at baggy 
mennons, but he could gie ye a stane-wecht, either at trouts 
or fish. He's just a warld's wunner wi' the sweevil, a war- 
lock wi' the worm, and wi' the flee a feenisher. Its a pure 
pleesur to see him playin' a pounder wi' a single hair. * After 
the first twa-three rushes are ower, he seems to wile them 
wi' a charm awa into the side, ontil the gerss or the grevvel, 
whare they lie in the sunshine as if they were asleep." — 
Nodes Anibrosiatue. 

ATURDAY, August 2, was an off 
day with me as to angling. The 
major plied his art alone, and 
brought home five brace of fine trout. For 
my part, as I have become so confidential, 
you may like to know what 1 do down here 
when I am not fishing. I will tell you. 

Saturday was a lovely day, so I and my 
daughter took a drive across country, and a 
pleasant drive it was. Buoyant and light- 
hearted we drove over hill and dale till we 
came to " The Peacock " at Rowsley, hoping 
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there to take up our abode till Monday, and 
leisurely explore the region round about. 

Quaint old "Peacock/' the paradise of 
anglers ! but we were forbidden to rest in thy 
ancient chambers. 

" Full, quite full ! " was the somewhat stem 
reply to our modest inquiry. In truth, I 
thought the good landlady regarded me with 
some degree of suspicion ; my personal ap- 
pearance, perhaps, was not quite up to the 
aristocratic standard of " The Peacock." 

Until that moment it had not occurred to 
me that my outer man was not attractive. 
You will remember how my felt hat was 
damaged, and my coat and trousers had a 
sort of .moth-eaten appearance, from the 
numerous little circular holes out of which I 
had dug so many of my troublesome flies. I 
thought I had given my old hat an air of 
respectability by twisting a couple of fly casts 
round it ; but on the whole I am afraid ap- 
pearances were against me. 

However, my daughter's pleasant face 
seemed to reassure our good hostess \ that 
stern, firm look about the lips gave way to 
pleasant smiles. She said we would be certain 
to find rooms at the " Edensor Hotel," and 
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kindly advised us to drive on at once to 
Chatsworth, which on Saturdays is closed to 
the public at one. It was then half-past 
twelve, and the distance four miles. So we 
started, and got to the entrance just in time. 

Whilst we explored that wonderful mansion 
and grounds, we sent our coachman on to 
Edensor to engage apartments ; but it being 
so close upon Bank Hohday, the *^ Edensor 
Hotel " had suddenly filled to overflowing, so 
we drove back to the picturesque, ivy-clad 
" Peacock " — a charming old hostelry, beloved 
by anglers, who make it their headquarters 
for fishing " The Wye *' and other streams ; it 
is also a pleasant resting-place for visitors to 
Haddon Hall. 

And just such another hotel is " The Eden- 
sor " at Chatsworth, which, in like manner, 
commands the patronage of" The Derwent* 
anglers and Chatsworth sight-seers. 

Of this inn Boswell, in his Life of Dr. 
Johnson, writes : " I cannot omit a curious 
circumstance which occurred at Edensor Inn, 
close by Chatsworth, to survey the magnifi- 
cence of which I had gone considerably out 
of my road to Scotland. The inn was then 
kept by a very jolly landlord, whose name, I 
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think, was Malton. He happened to mention 
that * the celebrated Dr. Johnson had been 
in his house.' I inquired who this Dr. John- 
son was. * Sir/ said he, * Johnson, the great 
writer ; Oddity, as they call him. He 's the 
greatest writer in England.' My friend . . . 
laughed a good deal at this representation of 
himself." 

We lunched at "The Peacock," visited 
H addon Hall, and of course were enchanted 
by that wonderful old mansion and its curious 
contents, and the lovely scenery with which 
it is surrounded. We had not time for a 
ramble by the beautiful " Wye," which there 
looked sweet and pellucid, as if nothing had 
happened to its head waters. (What a 
different impression did those head waters 
convey to us when the next day we en- 
countered them in the neighbourhood of 
Buxton !) 

. We intended to take train for Matlock, 
but on reaching the station at a quarter to 
five we found the four-o'clock train for Buxton 
just starting with (as the exasperated pas- 
sengers said) its usual punctuality. So we 
went to Buxton instead of Matlock, and 
there we remained till Monday. Buxton 
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s a delightful place — that is all I need say 
about it. 

Being interested in the lovely river wie 
had caught a glimpse of at Haddon Hall, we 
here explored the sources of " The Wye," the 
chief of which is in a remarkable cavern called 
Poole's Hole. These are three in number, 
called respectively /, Thou, He, and when 
this trinity becomes unity its singular names 
become the plural We, now changed to Wye, 
At least that is the origin of its name as given 
to me by a gossiping neighbour at the hotel. 
I cannot vouch for its accuracy. 

We observed in the peat- or iron-fed 
yellowish water of the stream, which, in pass- 
ing through the conservatory gardens, is made 
very ornamental, a goodly number of fish 
rising. Subsequently we took a southerly 
walk, following the river with the intention of 
visiting a romantic spot called "Ashwood 
Dale ; " but half a mile below the town we 
were stopped by the abominable stench which 
met us from the river. 

However healthy Buxton may be from its 
ekvated position and the natural salubrity 
of its air, these natural qualities must most 
assuredly be modified by this horrible efflu- 

E 



50 AN AMATEUR ANGLER'S 

vium, which seems to arise partly from the 
gas works, but, as it struck me, more from 
the town sewage. 

From a piscatorial point of view, the con- 
version of" The \yye " into an open sewer and 
receiver of gas emanations must be destruc- 
tive to the fish for many a mile. How far it 
counteracts the good effect of the mineral 
waters on human beings, I will leave the 
Buxton doctors to say. 

If the river below the gas works sends 
forth stinks normally like those of last Sun- 
day afternoon, the value of Buxton as a 
health resort must surely be greatly dimi- 
nished ; and invalids, unconscious of this 
disturbing element, may wonder why the 
Buxton air is not doing them as much good 
as its reputation may have led them to 
expect.^ 

1 I was not aware when this was written that this awful 
stench was a matter of notoriety, and had already been 
written about in " The Field " by Mr. Francis Francis, and 
elsewhere. My testimony may therefore carry additional 
weight from its spontaneity. 

With reference to these remarks Mr. Hague, the engineer 
of the works at Buxton, writes to " The Fishing Gazette ": — 
"The Buxton Local Board are busily engaged upon the 
construction of sewage disposal works in Ashwood, and 
in the course of six weeks we trust the sewage treatment 
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(On reading this letter in "The Fishing 
Gazette/' Mr. Alan Bagot, Consulting En- 
gineer of the Trent Conservancy, sent me 
his official report on The Pollution Enquir)' at 
Buxton, as regards " The Wye." That report 
is dated September 27, 1882, two years ago, 
and. it offers several valuable suggestions to 
remedy the evil. My own impression, derived 
from half an hour's walk, is amply confirmed 
by this report. From it I learn that one 
witness "ascribed her husband's death en- 
tirely to smell from the river ; " another 
states that fish have been killed by the 
sewage, and are getting scarcer every day. 
Another witness says that he " does not think 
the smell of the river so bad as its state / " 
Good heavens ! then what must its state be } 
It is very satisfactory to learn from a note 
from Mr. Bagot, that " the works to remove 
the sewage are very nearly completed ^^ He 
also informs me that ^*'gas water does not 
enter the river" Well, I had only my nose 
to guide me, and with that organ I did not 
attempt a close analysis of the various smells. 

will be in full operation. ... I trust that if your corre- 
spondent again visits Blixton he will find the stream restored 
t o its original purity and brightness." 
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I only assumed there must be a mixture of 
gas because the gas works are close to the 
river. To sewage alone, then, must be 
attributed the evils complained of.) 

On Monday afternoon we returned to " The 
Izaak Walton," and I began to think it time 
I had caught another fish ! I had become 
rather tired — not to say ashamed — of con- 
stantly replying to kind inquiries, such as 
"What sport?" "Oh! nothing, nothing ! 
Water too bright and low, you know ; fish 
not on the feed, &c. Caught a fine brace " 
(first it was " yesterday," then " two or three 
days ago "), but now that it is more than a 
week since I caught that precious couple, I 
think it ,is about time to let them drop. 

In the evening we again invaded "The 
Manifold " waters. The major captured two 
and a half brace of good fish. I hooked 
half a brace, and lost him. 

Yesterday we devoted to " The Dove," but 
instead of carrying my rod I armed myself 
with a walking-stick, determined to take a 
lesson in fly-casting by watching the action 
of the major. 

It was really a pleasin-e to see how tenderly 
he laid his flies on the water, in amongst the 



I 
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bushes and trees, between and over the mossy 
stones and rocks — how daintily he handled 
his fish when he had firmly hooked him. 
He captured a fine grayling of i lb. 30Z. and 
a brace of trout after a morning of toil in the 
broiling sun. 

My waning ardour was revived by this 
piscatorial lesson, as I thought how I would 
do the same, so in the evening we again 
attacked " The Manifold ; " but I am singu- 
larly unfortunate. At my first throw to wet 
my line, I somehow got into a hopeless tangle 
which took me a quarter of an hour to undo. 
I then made another throw, and was firmly 
fixed a good way up in an overhanging beech 
tree ; this was most unlucky just at a time 
when the trout were rising freely in front of 
me, and one of them I had intended to cover 
in that hapless throw. My gut gave way to 
the bough, so my fishing for the evening 
seemed to be over, for it was too dark to fix 
up again ; but "necessity is the mother of in- 
vention." I invented a way of recovering flies 
suspended high up in an overhanging branch, 
and I give it for th6 benefit of my readers. 

I drew out my strong line to a little more 
than the length of my rod, and thus forming 
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a loop of it, I swung the line over the bough, 
at the same time twisting it round the sus- 
pended flies. I felt sure that nothing worse 
could happen than the loss of my already lost 
flies, so I pulled vigorously, and down came 
the branch, and all my flies safe and sound. 

Once again, I set to work. By this time 
the full moon was shining brightly and most 
beautifully on the sparkling water. I threw 
and hooked a fish. 

" My first trout by moonlight," I said to 
myself. He splashed about in the shallow 
water and amongst the rough stones, but I 
was fixed on the edge of a slanting rock, from 
which I could not move forward an inch 
without slipping into a hole, so I had to make 
the best of it. 

I assure you, my reader, it is no easy 
travelling over the rocky sides of some parts 
of this picturesque river. I had no wading 
boots, so I had to keep to the bank, and you 
know how deceptive things are in twilight, 
how easy it is to mistake a piece of soft mud 
for firm rock. But, as the saying is, " there's 
no fishing for trout in dry breeches." I might 
as well have waded as not, considering the 
many duckings I got off" sliding stones and 
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slippery banks, and all I can say as regards 
my trout is that I held on to him as long as 
I could under the difficult circumstances, but 
at last he broke away from me, and I fished 
no more. 

The major meanwhile waded up the stream, 
and was rewarded with two brace of nice 
trout as the result of a good deal of hard 
work ; for if the sides of the river are rough, 
the shallow bed is abominable. 

Even yet, with all my misfortunes and 
mishaps, I am unwilling to believe that I am 
not just as ardent a disciple as I was when I 
entered on this new career a fortnight ago ; 
if one can catch no fish, there is genuine 
pleasure to be got in walking by the side of a 
lovely stream ; and it is specially charming 
when the full moon is shining on the water, 
and in a spot where the pine woods crown 
the heights, and the beech, the elm, and the 
oak combine their undulating and many 
tinted foliage on the hill sides and cast their 
shadows on the moonlit river, as it runs deep 
and slow in a semi-circular sweep beneath 
and around the beautiful hall of Ham and the 
old churchyard.^ 

1 '* Dr. Johnson obligingly proposed to carry me to see 



56 AN AMATEUR ANGLER'S 

But I am now beginning to think I can 
enjoy all such pleasures as these without en- 
cumbering myself with a fishing-rod, basket, 
and net, and uselessly whipping the stream.^ 

When I first thought of fly-fishing as a 
holiday amusement, my imagination had 
pictured to myself a walk by the side of a 
sweetly-flowing stream on a lovely summer's 
evening, when one had only to cast one's flies 
over the water and draw out the simple trout 
and grayling till one's basket required the aid 
of a strong boy to carry it. That was the 
sort of thing I looked for in fly-fishing. 

How that pretty, imaginary picture has 
been dispelled by the reality ! how I have 
been soaked and sodden, torn and scratched, 
stung by nettles, pursued by wasps, bitten by 

Islam, a romantic scene, now belonging to a family of the 
name of Port, but formerly the seat of the Congreves. . . . 
I recollect a very fine amphitheatre, surrounded with hills, 
covered with woods, and walks neatly formed round the side 
of a rocky steep, on the quarter next the house, with recesses 
under projections of rock, overshadowed with trees ; in one 
of which recesses, we were told, Congreve wrote his * Old 
Bachelor.' " — Boswelts Life of Johnson. 

1 " I always consider the mere act of fishing as a secondary 
consideration. I connect with it the enjoyment of the 
country, the song of birds, the beauty of the day, the re- 
freshment of mind, and the calmness of thought which these 
bring with them." — Jesse's Rambles, 
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venomous insects, my fingers lacerated, and 
coat and trousers torn by my own hooks ! 
how, weary and footsore, with my angelic 
temper tried to the utmost, I have returned 
to my hotel ! All these things, friendly reader, 
thou already knowest. 

Recollections such as these, I am bound 
to admit, have a tendency to lessen the ardour 
which first inspired me. 

August 8. — Of Wednesday, the 6th, I have 
nothing to record beyond the fact that the 
major — Piscator major I mean — started alone 
after luncheon up the Dale, and returned in 
the evening with the finest basket that has 
been taken in the low and bright waters of 
" The Dove*' for many a day — viz., six and 
a "half brace of trout and grayling. I , piscator 
minor, took an evening stroll with my rod. 
I hooked one fish and lost him, and then I 
hooked my flies and lost them, and so re- 
turned home calm and resigned to my un- 
lucky fate, consoling myself with the Ettrick 
Shepherd's remark that : — 

*' Sometimes a body may keep threshing the water for a 
week without seein* a snout — and sometimes a body hyucks 
a fish at the first thrau ! " 

Talking about " hooking " fish suggests to 
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me a reason why " The Dove *' trout are so 
markedly shy. "A burnt child dreads the 
fire." Every sportsman one encounters says 
he has caught none, but " hooked " a lot. 
Now, as this sort of thing is going on day 
after day, and week after week, I should 
think there can hardly be an adult trout in 
" The Dove " that has not some time or other 
been " hooked," and it can only be when his 
previous hooking has been so long ago that 
his piscine memory has forgotten it, that he 
again permits himself to be deluded, and for 
the last time, by some such " artful dodger " 
as our major. ^ 

1 On this point I note that learned piscators are not 
agreed. Sir Humphrey Davy says : ** If a pricked trout is 
chased into another i)ool, he will, I believe, soon again 
take the artificial fly;" whilst Dr. W. C. Prime, an 
American authority, says: "It is generally true that if a 
trout be pricked by a fly hook he will not rise to it again." ■ 
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*^ ShepJurd. Wha wud hae expeckit a thunderstom "on 
the eve o' sic a day ? But the heavens in the thundery airt 
were like a dungeon— and I saw the lightning playing like 
meteors athwat the blackness, lang before ony growl was in 
the gloom. Then a' at ance, like a wauken'd lion, the 
thunder rose up in his den, and shakin* his mane o' brindled 
clouds, broke out into sic a roar, that the very sun shuddered 
in eclipse, and the grews (greyhounds) and collies that 
happened to be sitting beside me on a bit knowe, gaed 
whinia into the house, wi* their tails atween their legs, just 
venturin a hafilin glance to the howling heavens." — Noctes 
Atnbrosianee. 

HURSDAY, August 7th, was a 
pleasant day for us ; lovely and 
bright as an August day can some- 
times be. We, the major and I, drove over 
from " The Izaak Walton " to " The Charles 
Cotton " at Hartington, with the intention — 
which we carried out — of walking and fishing 
back through the Dales, a good ten miles or 
more the way we travelled. 
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Whilst luncheon was being prepared at 
" The Charles Cotton," not to lose time we 
started off to Hartington mill to commence 
operations. Arrived there, we found the road 
to the mill-dam entirely blocked by a row of 
old railway milk cans filled with "wash," 
and on getting over the side stile we 
were landed in a palradise of pigs. Half-a- 
dozen fat hogs were lolling against the stile, 
and stoutly disputed our right (in spite of our 
tickets) to pass over or through them. 

On the little triangular island formed b^ 
the mill, the mill-dam, and the stream, I 
counted forty full-grown, happy porkers, some 
huddled together in the sun, some lazily sleep- 
ing under the broad leaves of the wild rhu- 
barb, others wallowing and rollicking in the 
stream — it was, indeed, a scene of Arcadian 
felicity ; surely never before had pigs such a 
jolly time of it ; but there was no fishing in 
this once noted spot. The scent upon the 
island was not quite like the dew of Hermon ; 
still it was preferable, infinitely preferable, to 
" The Wye " below Buxton. 

We returned to our inn, and luncheon over, 
we sallied forth down Beresford Dale, a 
delightful walk in a very hot sun ; but the 
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odour of that piggery haunted us for many a 
mile. 

We had only two faults to find with the 
worthy miller of Hartington, both of them of 
quite a personal and selfish character — for 
what right have we to complain if he manu- 
factures beautiful bacon where formerly was 
a bit of capital fishing ground? And why 
should we grumble because just at the time 
we were sweltering down Beresford Dale, he 
had stopped his mill and turned the al- 
ready meagre water of "The Dove" into 
his exhausted mill pond ? The result to us, 
however, was that we had no water to fish in, 
and the fish had very little to swim in. 

If we got no fish, we did not the less enjoy 
that charming walk. We rested awhile out- 
side Cotton's fishing cottage. This cottage 
consists of one square room only, with win- 
dows on each side ; it is built entirely of stone, 
is charmingly situated on a bend of the river ; 
it bears the date 1674, and although it is, 
therefore, over two hundred years old, time, 
the destroyer, has dealt very gently with it.* 
Over the door we noticed the inscription, 
" Piscatoribus sacrum." 

1 II find it has been rebuilt more than once. 
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Here, many a time, had Cotton and his 
venerable friend Izaak Walton rested from 
their labours, smoked their pipes, and fought 
their piscatorial battles o'er again. And here 
are we genuine piscators excluded by lock 
and key from this sacred abode ! ^ 

Surely the executors and administrators ot 
Charles Cotton are not carrying out his wishes 
in thus excluding, true disciples ! 

The entrance to this sacred edifice is 
guarded by two lofty elms, beneath which are 
circular seats, and on these we sheltered from 
the burning sun, and thought how much more 
we should have respected the blessed memory 
of Charles Cotton had he left within that 
pretty asylum a constant stoup of" spicy nut- 

1 " Piscator. And now, sir, you are come to the door ; pray 
walk in, and there we*II sit and talk as long as you please. 

** Viator. Stay, what's here, over the door? ' PiscatoHbits 
sacrum.' Why then, I perceive I have some title here ; for 
I am one of them, though one of the worst. . . . But I am 
the most pleased with this little house, of any thing I ever 
saw ; it stands in a kind of peninsula too, with a delicate 
clear river about it ; I dare hardly go in lest I should not 
like it so well within as without, but by your leave I'll try 
, . . all exceeding neat, with a marble table and all in the 
^liddle. 

** Piscator. . . . Come, boy, set two chairs ; and whilst I 
am taking a pipe of tobacco, which is always my breakfast, 
we will, if you please, talk of some other subject." — Cofn- 
plete Angler. 
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brown ale," and eke a cup of tea, for weary 
and thirsty piscators. 

Peering through the lattice windows, we 
could see a round table and six comfortable 
old armchairs ; surely a cool and pleasant 
resting-place, and made specially for such as 
we I Why, oh ! heartless successors of the 
genial Cotton, are we so ruthlessly shut out ? 

Why ? Because, as a notice-board informs 
us, stupid and unmannerly tourists will insist 
upon scratching their names on window panes 
and carving them upon doors and lintels, be- 
sides committing other nuisances. 

On leaving the cottage, we suddenly came 
upon as lovely a bit of the river as is to 
be found anywhere. Here nature has at 
some not very recent period been helped 
by art ; here are rustic stiles and seats, 

'* For talking age and whispering lovers made," 

and here and there beds of rhododendrons^ 
lignum vitae, and other shrubs and plants 
tastefully arranged, though now neglected. 

These artificial aids do but little to enhance 
the enchanting beauty of this little dell. Here' 
one sees, standing right in the middle of the 
water, a very curious limestone moss-covered 



64 AN AMATEUR ANGLER'S 

spire/ which has given an ugly name to a 
lovely spot. It is called " Pike Pool/' not 
because the stream contains pike, but from 
this remarkable column. 

Here, under overhanging branches, " The 
Dove " runs deep and slow from one cascade 
to another. Here it was that Cotton's Viator 
caught his first grayling. 

" I have him now," says Viator^ " but he 
is gone down towards the bottom. I cannot 
see what he is, yet he should be a good fish 
by his weight ; but he makes no great stir." 

Piscator : *' Why, then, by what you say, 
I dare venture to assure you 'tis a grayling, 
who is one of the deadest-hearted fishes in the 
world, and the bigger he is the more easily 
taken." 

Our Piscator major does not agree with 
Cotton's Piscator in this defamation of the 
grayling. His game qualities vary in different 
streams and at different seasons ; but on the 

I " Viator, But what have we got here? a rock springing , 
up in the middle of the river ! This is one of the oddest 
sights that ever I saw. 

•' Pise, Why, sir, from that Pike that you see standing up 
there distant from the rock, this is called * Pike Pool.* *Tis 
a rock in the fashion of a spire- steeple, and almost as big." — 
Walton and Cotton's Complete Angler. 
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whole, the major assures me, he will give as 
much sport as the trout, and the bigger he 
is the better he will fight. 

Naturally, the major paid special attention 
to this classic spot. Near the end of the dell, 
I suddenly heard a heavy splash, and on 
nearing him, I found him struggling with a 
big fish, which he fairly landed ; but to my 
surprise, no sooner had he got his hook out 
of him, than he threw him back into the water 1 
He was a grayling of over a pound. 

" What do you mean by such an insane act 
as that ? " I cried. 

" Foul hooked ; I caught him by the back 
fin,'' said he. 

"Well," said I, "what does it matter 
whether you caught him by that, or the head, 
or the tail, so long as you had him in your 
net } " 

" Unsportsmanlike and illegal," he replied. 

I said no more. I only wondered if this 
superfine doctrine prevailed in Izaak Walton's 
days. I have my suspicion that that was the 
way in which the inexperienced "Viator" 
hooked his first grayling. I only know that 

if / had caught him but I am not going 

to encourage young anglers to break the law. 

F 
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This grayling certainly fought splendidly, 
but perhaps one cannot fairly judge from this 
what he would have done had the hook been 
in his throat instead of his back fin. 

It was here I met again that little white- 
bibbed sister of mercy, my pretty water ouzel. 
She came and rested on a point of rock, and 
made me half-a-dozen of her prettiest curtsies. 
"Where are you going to, sir.?" she said. 
" Fm going a-hshing, my pretty maid." " Fll 
go with you, sir,'' said she, "and tell you 
where the fishes be." 

And so she hopped along from stone to 
stone to the end of the Httle dell, and then 
with a few gracefid bends over her white bib 
and tucker, she bade me good-bye.^ 

Piscator major marched along regardless 
of these small matters. He was intent on 
fishing ; but I forgot to say in the beginning 
that I was not — I was only accompanied by 
my walking-stick. I wanted to gain expe- 
rience by watching the major's movements. 

1 I am reminded by P. D. that my first ouzel was a He. 
. . Well so he was, my critical friend ; but this one is a 
SAe ! I know it by her white lappets — and her lady-like con- 
duct — He thought of nothing but stuffing himself, and only 
pretended to be polite. She was intent only on showing me 
the way down the Dell ! 
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We plodded on, without fish and almost 
without water, till we came to *' Load 
Mill." 

It was now nearly six o'clock, and we were 
very thirsty, so instead of pursuing the river 
down to Mill Dale, we took to the turnpike- 
road, and climbed a terribly tough hill for a 
very long mile till we came to " The George " 
at Alstonefield, where we refreshed ourselves 
with most grateful tea and bread and butter, 
and then wended our way back by another 
route past Alstonefield Church, and down a 
very steep and narrow pathway to Mill Dale. 
We there pursued the stream, passing the 
new fish-culture establishment just erected by 
Sir Henry Allsopp in the Dale. 

There we saw hundreds of young fry dis- 
porting in the well-built tanks ; but as the hot 
sun was streaming down upon these open 
tanks, it seemed rather desirable that the little 
fishes should have been protected by some 
covering above, or hollows underneath. Pro- 
bably at this season the young fry would be 
grayling — in which case a shading from above 
would be preferable. 

I may here remark that if during my pis- 
catorial holiday I have not caught many fish, 
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I have at least learnt something of their man- 
ners and customs in these streams. 

For example, in walking quietly along the 
banks of " The Dove " or " The Manifold,'' I 
have occasionally seen a solitary trout "on 
the feed " which would allow me to approach 
within a yard and shake my stick at him 
without budging. 

" Surely," I have thought, " either that fish 
is paralyzed by fear, or else he is one of 
those rare ones which has never yet tasted 
the fruit which conceals the villainous 
hook!" 

As a rule, you cannot approach within six 
or eight yards of a feeding trout in these 
bright waters but he is off like a shot, and 
conceals himself under bank or stone or 
grass ; 

" The trout within yon whimpling burn 

Glides swift, a silver dart. 
And, safe beneath the shady thorn. 

Defies the angler's art." 

Burns. 

but this is not so with the grayling. 

Never have I seen a grayling rush away 
and hide himself like a trout under grass or 
rocks; one generally finds them in little 
flocks, and when disturbed they scuttle about 



DAYS IN DOVE DALE. 69 

up and down, and round and round, but never 
do they seem to be endowed with sufficient 
sense to hide themselves, or, metaphorically 
speaking, " to go in when it rains." 

That is why I have suggested that the 
young grayling fry should be protected from 
the sun by a covering from above rather than 
by overhanging banks or shady rocks under 
the water, which they have not the sense to 
avail themselves of. 

We now approached our own ground, the 
Dove Holes, three monstrous caverns, which 
may be regarded as the entrance to Dove 
Dale from the north, and just here we 
witnessed a curious instance of motherly 
affection. 

We saw a rat swimming down the stream 
with a young one nearly as big as herself in 
her mouth. I fancy she had been giving her 
son a lesson in swimming. How lovingly she 
carried him up the bank into her hole ! 

The major now began in earnest. Here he 
donned his wading boots, which had been 
brought up the Dale to meet us. 

It was now half- past seven, and, with the 
exception of the castaway grayling, only one 
fish had been taken. 
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Piscator had long despaired of rivalling his 
feat of the day before ; but he was not likely 
to give in. The trout came into the basket 
slowly, and at long intervals, as he toiled 
down the river, now wading in the stream, 
and now casting from rocky banks — past 
Pickering Tor and The Grey Mar^s Nest 
— past The Lion Rock and that terrible cavern 
described in an earlier letter and known as 
Reynard's Cave — past The Watch Box and 
Tissington Spires — until at length we reached 
the Sharplow Cliff. 

There the major waded across to the 
Staffordshire side, whilst I was compelled to 
follow the path and climb over the cliff, and 
an ugly climb it is in the dark. 

It was now quite dark, and we could only 
guess at each other's whereabouts by cooeying 
after the Australian fashion, and whistling ; 
and when we emerged on the open green, 
called Sedgy Pool, we 'could not distinguish 
each other across the river, for although the 
full, round moon looked down upon us from 
the V-shaped opening to this pleasant glade 
(formed by the slanting sides of Thorpe Cloud 
on one side, and The Hazels on the other, the 
moon occupying the upper centre of the V), 
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there was such a heavy mist surrounding us 
that our figures cast no shadows. 

Still the major fished on, and ever and anon 
I heard a loud flop and splash (for the fish 
seemed to rise with more noise and dash in 
the dark), and the words came across to me, 
« hooked him,'' "lost him ! " or " hooked him," 
"got him!" till at last we met at the Step- 
ping Stones. 

We reached the pleasant old "Izaak 
Walton '' by a little after ten, and although 
the major counted out but three brace of trout 
— gooji heavy ones — still we felt we had not 
lost a day. 

Here I should like to offer a valuable hint 
to rod-makers : I noticed alike in the bright 
sunshine, in the evening twilight, and when 
all else was dark, that I could distinguish the 
flashing of Piscator's bright rod at a' very con- 
siderable distance. 

Now, if I could see this, I fancy the bright- 
eyed fishes would frequently be scared by it. 

Why, ye makers, do you not make plain, 
unvarnished rods ? There is a fortune in this 
hint for any rod-maker who will take it and 
make an " invisible rod." 

What is wanted in this wide-awake little 
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" Dove" is a visible fly attached to an invisible 
hook, on an invisible line, thrown with an in- 
visible rod by an invisible piscator. 

Had I been thus equipped, I am certain 
my tale would not have been, as in truth it has 
been, one of perpetual and disastrous failure. 
I should constantly have filled my basket. I 
have discovered the major's great secret, he 
has the power of making himself invisible ; 
but then his shining rod frequently betrays 
even him ! — Verbum sap. 



August 1 1. — Since the memorable walk on 
Thursday above recorded I have not much to 
report. I did not fish on Friday, but the 
major could not be restrained. He brought 
home in the evening one brace of grayling, 
weighing together 2i- lb., and three and a half 
brace of fine trout, thus upsetting my little 
theory of fasting fish. 

Saturday morning was the most close and 
sultry time we have yet had. In the afternoon 
the rumbling of distant thunder was heard, 
and in a short time the sky was black all 
round with heavy rain clouds. 

Presently the surrounding hills resounded 
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with crashing peals ; but the rain only skirted 
our valley, and we did not get much of it. 

The manner of dogs in thunder is graphi- 
cally described by the Ettrick Shepherd at the 
head of this chapter. I was curious to see 
how ducks really did behave in thunder 
weather. 

"Like a duck at thunder," is a vulgar 
expression for astonishment^ which I wished 
to witness with my own eyes ; so I strolled 
round to the farmyard, where there were a 
score or so of waddlers, some sleeping con- 
tentedly on the bank with their heads tucked 
under their wings, others on the pool, some 
with their heads in the water and their tails 
in the air, and some swimming about and 
fighting for a nasty piece of offal. 

Suddenly came a tremendous crash right 
overhead, " sic a roar " that it certainly startled 
me for a moment, and it was a comical sight 
to see how all their heads simultaneously shot 
out from under their wings, straight up, like 
the sudden spring of jack-in-the-box — ^how 
they all turned up their eyes with " a hafflin 
glance at the howling heavens," and then 
those on land dashed !nto the water, and those 
on the water scrambled in their awkward 
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wobbling way to shore, — it was for me a novel 
and amusing sight. 

There is, I believe, a theory abroad that 
fish won't rise in a thunderstorm. We tested 
that theory with a very remarkable result. 

I once more donned my mackintosh and 
wading boots, and betook me to " The Dove.*' 

It looked ominous ; not a rise could I see. 
I fished away for three hours, and I got but 
one solitary rise. I hooked my fish well, but 
he twisted himself round a bit of rock, and 
snapped off my most promising fly — my usual 
luck. I returned to the hotel fiiUy satisfied 
that fish do not bite in thunder weather ! 

Meanwhile, Piscator major went to " The 
Manifold," and returned shortly after me 
with — ye powers ! more fish than his usual 
bag would hold.^ That was filled, and a 
bundle tied up in his handkerchief as well ! 
He counted out nineteen trout ^ some of them 
more than a pound, and the whole lot, weighed 
together, nearly turned the scales at ten 
pounds, or more than an average of half-a- 
pound each ! 

' The major during this broiling weather carries a light 
leather bag instead of his iisual creel. It sits more comfort- 
ably on the back. 
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Now, what am I to think of this ? 

Do fish bite in a thunderstorm, or do they 
not? 

Here, you see, is my own experience dead 
against it ; but, then, here is the experience 
of the major as dead in its favour. 

The only solution which occurs to me is, 
that they dotet bite in " The Dove," and they 
do bite in " The Manifold." 

I make no allowance for my want of skill 
and experience, for I maintain that in that 
perfectly calm weather I threw my flies very 
cleverly indeed. If the fish had been on the 
feed, I certainly must have caught some ; but 
the fates were against me. 

Had I accompanied the major, as I at first 
thought of doing, I am sure I should have 
done alpiost as well as he. 

There are a good many other piscators here 
whose success about equals mine. 

What a display was this which our major 
spread out before them ! How they envied 
his skill, and venerated his prowess* ! 




LETTER No. VII. 



" All pleasures but the angler's bring 

I' the tail repentance, like a sting. 

Then on the banks let me sit down, 

Free from the toilsome sword and gown ; 

And pity those that do affect 

To conquer nations and protect. 

My rod affords such true content, 

Delights so sweet and innocent, 

As seldom fall unto the lot 

Of sceptres, though they're justly got." 

Thos. Weaver, M"". op Arts. 

ON DAY, August iilh, was not an 
uninteresting day for us. In the 
morning I walked down to the 
water with the major ; he piscatorially 
equipped ; I with my walking-stick. 

The sun was scorching, and the water bright 
and low and glistening ; and yet, with these 
things against him, the major captured three 
brace of fine trout before luncheon ; whilst 




DA YS IN DOVE DALE. 77 

the success of other piscators at " The Izaak " 
was thus querulously recorded by one of them 
in the visitors' book : — 

" The sun was burning in the skies. 
And de'il a bit would the fishes rise : 
We fished firom half-past ten till four, 
And de'il a bit would we fish any more ! " 

The afternoon we devoted to a small pic- 
nic in the woods on the Staffordshire side of 
the river, returning home to dinner — that is, 
all of our party except the major ; he, with a 
packet of sandwiches, pursued his calling up 
" The Dove/' 

Let me mention here that as I was strolling 
through the wood, I saw a poor little field- 
mouse right in the middle of the grassy road, 
making the most curious contortions ; first 
it would stand up on its hind legs with the 
two forepaws resting on its breast, and its 
tiny nose peering upwards and around ; one 
could almost fancy it was saying its prayers ; 
then suddenly it would twirl round like a 
whirligig, then fall down and roll over and 
over as if in agony ; it would then hide under 
the grass, perfectly quiet, as if dead. It did 
not seem to mind my presence at all. 

" Wee, sleekit, cowerin, timorous beastie, 
Oh, what a panic's in thy breastie ! " 
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I fancied it must have been stung or in- 
jured in some way, so I took it up in my 
hand, where it seemed to be contented and 
easy for a time ; then it would resume those 
curious contortions, then rush up my sleeve, 
then lie perfectly still, with its little cheek 
huddled against the palm of my hand. 

I examined it as carefully and tenderly as 
I could ; but I could discover no injury. I 
carried it in this way on the palm of my hand 
for a considerable distance, till I met the old 
donkey-woman, who told me it was called a 
shrew in those parts, that it gives out a musk- 
like smell, and that cats would not touch it ; 
but I still maintain that it was a field-mouse, 
for a shrew^ I find, is insectivorous, which I 
soon discovered my mouse was not ! 

On stroking its fur once or twice the wrong 
way, with my best spectacles on, I think 1 
discovered the cause of its misery ; the little 
wretch was swarming with an active little 
insect, the scientific name of which I believe 
is pulex irritans, but it is more conunonly 
known as the bed flea ! 

It is, perhaps, needless to say that my ten- 
der sympathy for my little mouse received a 
severe shock, and without more ado I hastily 
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deposited it in the hedge-row out of harm's 
way from wheel or hoof. There, alas ! it may 
be still scratching ! and all for the want of a 
little Keating' s Powder/ which I do not 
usually carry about me. 

I have heard of swallows being thus in- 
habited ; but until now I was quite unaware 
that this interesting insect is common alike 
to " mice and men." Doubtless this is an- 
other example of my crass ignorance ; a well- 
educated countrjrman would have passed 
him by on the other side for fear of the fleas ! 
but 

" I would not enter on my list of friends " 

the man who would needlessly have set foot 
upon him. 

After dinner, I once again sallied forth with 
my rod, and I fished till it was too dark for 
me to fish any longer, but nothing happened ; 
and then I waited under the grey rocks the 
return of the major. 

About half-past eight I dimly discerned 
across the water, and descending "The Sharp- 
low Bank," a fisherman with rod, net, and 
basket. " Here at last is the major," said I ; 
and I shouted, "Is that you, Piscatorf^^ 
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" No, sir,** came the reply ; " my name is 
Taylor." 

« AU right," said I. 

It grew darker and darker, and walking 
very slowly under the grey cliffs, my grey 
suit must have rendered me quite invisible 
across the water, where I could just discern 
two dark moving figures. 

" Probably night poachers," I said ; and 
when I shouted " Cooey ! cooey !" with a 
hoarse and rather cracked tone of voice, my 
two friends took to their heels like madmen, 
and I could soon distinguish their dark figures 
'twixt sky and hill as they disappeared over 
the top. I guess them to have been a couple 
of cockney tourists scared by the unearthly 
sounds which reached them from across the 
water. 

It had now become quite dark, and I began 
to feel anxious for the return of the adven- 
turous major, who would have to walk two or 
three miles after leaving off fishing at dusk. 

I sat upon a gate for half an hour or more, 
constantly whistling and cooeying, but no 
response came out of those weird and ghostly 
valleys. 

I had waited and whistled so long that at 
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last I had worked myself into a state of mor- 
bid terror lest some untoward accident should 
have befallen him in those slippery, dark, and 
most dangerous places. 

At last, to my great relief, a responsive 
whistle came up out of the dark, and we soon 
reached home, when the major turned eleven 
fine trout out of his bag, making, with the 
three brace caught in the morning, eight and 
a half brace as the result of his day's work. 



By the way, I wonder if there is a nunnery 
hereabout. The river was invaded yesterday 
by a small army of nuns, or sisters of mercy, 
old and young — many of them very pretty ; 
and it was really quite amusing to see them 
paddling about with their naked feet in the 
water, not in the least abashed by the know- 
ledge that they were "the cynosures of neigh- 
boring eyes." 

Farther down the Dale I saw a troop of 
donkeys, all with side-saddles. Were they 
waiting the return of the nuns? If so, I 
should have liked to see them mounted. 
What a grotesque cavalcade it must have 
been ! We might have fancied ourselves in 
Spain, to see these stately dames in their 

G 
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closely-fitting hoods, white kerchiefs round 
their bonny cheeks^ and flowing snowy lappets, 
ambling down the Dale, or scrambling in 
double file over the rocky banks. 

August 13. — Now our pleasant holiday is 
drawing to a close ; this is our last day. Alas ! 
to-morrow must we quit these pleasant hills 
and lovely dales> and return to the land of 
Egypt and the house of bondage. 

I came here three weeks ago a dyspeptic 
old man ; I return considerably improved in 
health. But it just occurs to me that to com- 
plete the cure I require another month at 
least ! 

What if I call on the doctor in Ashbourne, 
and get his certificate to that effect.'* No, it 
cannot be ; men must work and women must 
weep, for there's work to do, and babies to 
keep ! 

Before I go, let me sit under this wide- 
spreading beech, on the banks of "The 
Manifold,*' and tell my friendly readers, if I 
can, what "The Izaak Walton'' is like. 

As " The Dove" is not like other rivers, so 
is " The Izaak " unlike all other hostelries. It 
does not stand by the roadside inviting 

" Each passing stranger that can pay." 
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If you wish to visit this hotel, you must 
leave the turnpike road, pass through a hand- 
some park-like gate with stone pillars, sur- 
mounted by an escutcheon bearing the Walton 
and Cotton monogram, and the date 1660, 
and follow an open coach drive for an eighth 
of a mile or so, which winds upwards through 
a pleasant green and banky meadow; and 
when you reach "The Izaak Walton" you 
will find little or nothing to indicate that 
it is an hotel ; it has more the look of a sub- 
stantial rose and clematis-clad farmhouse. 

There is no outward signboard to invite 
your entrance ; it is too well known to need 
such commonplace insignia. ^ 

It stands on a gentle eminence, backed up 
by the handsome hill called Bunster, and 
flanked on the left by green meadows leading 
down to " The Dove " and the entrance to 
the Dale, and beyond that, by the most 
conspicuous of all the hills, the well- 
known Thorpe Cloud, and on the right by 
more meadows and a spur or angle of the 
Bunster. 

Looking southward from the front is the 
green meadow already mentioned, at foot of 
which runs the road leading to the pretty 
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village of Ilam, and beyond this road at a 
meadow's breadth, and parallel with it, runs the 
river " Manifold ; " which curious river oozes 
from its many miles of subterranean travel- 
ling, a short distance higher up in the grounds 
of beautiful Ilam HaU.^ 

Part of " The Izaak Walton " is as old as, 
or older than, its name, for there is a tradition 
that in this old farmhouse the great piscator 
himself used to take up his abode when he 
had fished down the dales from Beresford 
Hall with his friend Charles Cotton. My 
chief authority for this tradition is the chatty 

1 The seat of R. Hanbury, Esq., to whose great kindness 
we are indebted for the unusual privilege of fishing in " The 
Manifold." 

" We viewed a remarkable natural ciuiosity at Islam, two 
rivers bursting near each other from the rock, not from 
immediate springs, but afler having been for many miles 
underground. Plott, in his * History of Staffordshire,' gives 
an account of this curiosity ; but Johnson would not believe 
it, though we had the attestation of the gardener, who said 
he had put in corks where the river " Manifold " sinks into 
the ground, and had catched them in a net, placed before 
one of the openings where the water bursts out." — BoswelVs 
Life of Johnson, 

The incident of the corks seems to have been quite for- 
gotten in the neighbourhood. I was told, as though it was 
a new discovery, that the underground course of " The 
Manifold" had been proved—only a few years ago — by 
someone throwing chaff in its upper waters, which came out 
at Ilam. 
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old woman, whom I have already mentioned, 
who used to keep the donkeys for tourists up 
the Dale, but who now politely opens the 
gate for all comers. 

The tradition is so probable that it may be 
taken for absolute truth, for where else could 
dear old Izaak Walton have more comfort- 
ably taken his ease and smoked his evening 
pipe than in that cosy old parlour, which still 
affords a welcome resting-place to weary 
piscators ? 

When the old farmhouse was converted 
into an hotel, now many years ago, a new 
wing was added to it facing Thorpe Cloud, 
so that now the house forms a right angle 
with stables and farm buildings at the back. 

I will only add that the inside of " The 
Izaak Walton " is as pleasant as its outside 
is unpretentious and picturesque. 

Here, on such a spot as this, one of those 
brand-new palatial hotels which seem always 
to spring up with railways, would be entirely 
out of character with the surrounding scenery; 
here, if you have not the showy appearance 
of modern days, you have the comfortable 
realities. 

The house is presided over by a pleasant 
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hostess, who, now in her eightieth year, rises 
early, and late takes rest, and looks well after 
the aliairs of her household. 

She is an active, energetic, and very genial, 
bright old lady, and I hear that at the annual 
ball at the Hall she dances with the best of 
them. 

Then there are her good son and daughter- 
in-law, as popular as she, for they spare no 
pains to please, and give "the wannest 
welcome " to their numerous guests. 

If "The Izaak Walton" were twice its 
present size, it would still be filled with g^uests, 
for it is unique in its management, its position, 
and its surroundings. 

You may suppose from its name that this 
hotel is chiefly the resort of anglers ; but this 
is not so. Here come all sorts of people — 
young men and maidens, old men and chil- 
dren, artists, and lovers of the picturesque ; 
clergy and laity, field naturalists and butterfly- 
catchers, tutors and students. 

This is the very place for honeymoonists ; 
four sets of them have been here during our 
short stay, and how they did moon about and 
enjoy themselves ! How they would pretend 
to fish, and catch nothing but sly kisses 
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behind the bushes ! Happy young people ! 
It does one good to see you so bright, and so 
unconscious of the troubles to come. 

** In the blythe days of honeymoon. 

With Kate's allurements smitten, 
I loved her late, I loved her soon. 

And called her dearest kitten." l 

Whilst I am thus engaged in trying to bring 
" The Izaak Walton *' home to you, my brother 
angler, piscator major is bidding a last and 
lingering farewell to the trout and grayling of 
" The Dove." 

I must now add, as my final record, that 
yesterday he brought home nine brace of 
splendid trout. 

During our holiday we, the major and I, 
caught one hundred and ten well-fed trout 
and four grayling ; or, if I must needs be more 
explicit, the major caught one hundred and 
twelve fish in ten days, and I caught two in 
three weeks ; but I no longer envy him. I am 
humbly content to be regarded as " an 

1 I give the second verse as a foot-note ; its sudden se- 
quence to the first would be too cruel ! 

" But now my kitten's grown a cat. 

And cross like other wives, 
Alas ! alas ! my honest Mat, 

I fear she has nine lives." 
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amateur angler," as piscator minor; or, if 
you please, no piscator at all. 

'' I have now discovered that angling is an 
art," as says Cotton's Piscator. " Is it not an 
art to deceive a trout with an artificial fly ? A 
trout ! that is more sharp-sighted than any 
hawk you have named, and more watchful 
and timorous than your high-mettled merlin 
is bold ? And yet I doubt not to catch a brace 
or two to-morrow for a friend's breakfast ; 
doubt not, therefore, sir, but that angling is 
an art, an art worth your learning. The 
question is rather whether you be capable of 
learning it, for angling is somewhat like 
poetry, men are to be bom so." 

I have had a pleasant time, and it has given 
me pleasure to record it. If I have wearied 
thee, gentle reader, I regret it, and now I bid 
thee a hearty farewell. If thou be an honest 
angler, I will end as I began, by wishing, in 
the words of thy master, " the east wind may 
never blow when thou goest a-fishing." 
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HARPER'S CHRISTMAS NUMBER, 1884. 



VOL. 70, No. 416. 
PRICE ONE SHILLING. 



HARPER'S MAGAZINE for December, 1884, beginning the Seventieth 
Volume, vHU be espedcJIy a CHKiSTiir as Ndhbeb. 

Among the attractions of the Number will be : — 

THE BOT JSSTTS IN THE TEMPLE. Engraved by>p_,. . 
W. B. CiiOSSON from Painting by Professor Hoffman, of Dresden ) '»''>««»T>»«c«. 

CHBISTMAS FAST. Chables Ddducy Wabkeb. Illastratlons. Drawn by 
J. R. Wegoelin, V. Barnard, Charles Qreen, George H. Bonghton. A.R.A., and 
H. M . Paget Engraved by Wellington, Beard, King, Putnam, Bemstrom, and Wolf, 

THE DEAB LONO- AGK>. A Poem. Mabgabbt Sakostkb. With Head-piece 
and 1« nil-page Plate Illustration. Drawn by F. Dielraan. Engraved l^ Wellington. 

A FEW DAYS' MORE DBIVJENO-. WnuAU Blaok. Illustrations. From 
Drawings by B. A. Abbey and Photographs. Engraved by Morse, Brighton, Qrimley, 
Faber, Stewart, and Q. E. Johnson. 

SHE STOOFS TO CONQTTEB.— Part 1. Ouvkb Goldsmith. lUustrated 
by E. A. Abhey. 

NATITBE'S SEBIAL STOBY.— XIIL B. P. Bob. niustrations. Drawn by 
William Hamilton Gibson and Frederick Dielman. Engraved by Wellington. 
Whitney, Hoskin, Wolf, Tinkey, and F. Pettit. 

WILLLA.M QBOBBYNS. An Outdoor Sketch. Gbobgb H. Boughton, 
A.B.A. Dlustratlons. From Drawings by the Author. Engraved by Heard and 
B. Del'Orme. 

THE OLD HOMESTEAD. A Poem. Wallace Bbuoe. Illustrations. From 
Di awmgs by Harry Fenn and Alfred Fredericks. Engraved by Ha> man and Whitney. 
BALLADE OF CHBISTMAS GHOSTS . 
CHBISTMAS VIOLETS / Awdbew Lano. 

FABMEB WOBBALL'S CASE.— A Story. SaxeHolm. niustrations. From 
Drawings by A. B. Frost. Engraved by flayman and Faber. 

BECENTQEBMANABT. Chables W. Jemkins. Dlustration. See Frontispiece. 

WITCHCBAPT, 1692. WITCHCBAPT. 1884. Poems. E-CStedman. 
Illustrations. Drawn by Howard Pyla, Engraved by Putnam, Wellineton. and Heart, 

»TOINETTE. A Story. Johw Esten Cooke. With FuU-page Illustration. Diawn 
by Howard Pyle. Engraved by Juengling. 

THE ELBVATOB. A Faroe. W. D. Howelm. With Three Illmtrations. 
Drawn by O. S. Beinhatt. 

•CLOITDS LINaEBINa YET." A Sonnet. William Wobdbwoeth. Wlih 
Full-page Illustration tPlate). Drawn by Alft^d Parsons. Engraved by Tinkey. 

A DEAD MAN'S FACE. A Ghost Story. Hugh Conway. With an Hlustra- 
tion. Drawn by William Small. Engraved by French. 

THE JTTDOMENT OF SOLOMON. A Poem. E. H. Stoddabd. 

^ 9:^^^^TS^^?'^'^^ Story. F. D. Millet. With Full-page lUustra- 
tlon (Plate). Drawn by F. D. Millet. Engraved by Wolf. *"«•»«» 

BONDEAir. Auarm Dobson. With Illustration, Drawn by E. A. Abbey. 

^•^ ?l5!![?S5P4t^9^^- ?HIL RoBwaoN. With Five Illustrations. Drawn 
by Alfired Fredericks. Engraved by Varle. , Stewart, O. E. Johnson, and Grimlijy. 

MUSICAL SCOBE FOB "THE DEAB LONG AGO." W. W. Gilobbist. 
EDITOB'S EASY CHAIB.— EDITOB'S DBAWEB. 



With Six Full-Page Engravinfifs printed separately on Plate Paper. 



HARPER'S MAGAZINE, 1885. 



THE Publlxhen uf HABrKE's MjlOi^he HspectfUllj InvKe public 
ottPDtloa to aomo of its leuling atLrHcltoiu fbr the coming jeftr. 
Thelc enlerprlse, sided by Ue coopcrUlnn of the bMt wiiWn mi artliln, 
baa bem iibnndBnlly reworded bj the IncreuFd euccege of tbe Magulne, 
whlcb bu ID-diy tn Ameriun circnIaUon larger tbui It hu ever bad 
before, and wbleb will enter upon Ila new year witb an edttloa tor 
England alone of over flit; tbousand ropiee. Tb^ywlll endeaToar to 
maintain lu position u Ibe beat migiilne fur tbe hlme, alwiya fully 
abreast of the timea, and alwiya ulvandng Ita atandurd of lllenry, 



HXV BEEIAL H07ZLS, &«. 

Tbe JanniTy Number will conlain, inUr alta, 1. The fltst iDstalmenta 
i)f Two Nen Serial Slorlea, (a) At thb Erd amvB, wItb UlnMiatlona 
by Ralnfaart. (p) East Ahqbia by Coiutance Fenimore Woolson, author 
of "Anns."— 1. MszzOTIHT EHSBlTIKa, by Dr. Beymonr Hadeo. Illus- 
(ratMl by hia elcblngi.— 3, "Sbb Stoors to Cdkqdkb," nltb lllnstntlona 
by Abbey,— 4. Professor Wad's article on Wicliffb, with IlluatrsllonB. 
— e. AHintciK PoLiTiciL iDias, by Prof. John Flake (firat of Ihree 
articles).— 6. Thb Pbibcb 0* Walib, by Dr. W. H. Russell, witb 
lllaetrationg. 

HISTOBT AHD BIOBSAFHT, «o,, 
Will be aa fully represented In tbe forthcDmlng numberB aa In tbe paM, 
Amongat ether aitlcles Is one od Tbe Houae of John UuEEaT, with 
llluatradona: on Sobs Bomih, with Portrait, Us Late Wnot, Ac; 
OD Engllsb and American Railways. 



'HARPER'S MAGAZINE, 1885 

(continwed). 

8PXCUL ItLVBT&ATlfysa. 
Apart ftom Um UluetratlOD* lOr dewrlpllTe utldn ud storks, wbldi 
will bs cnET'^sd tu (La l»st mjls, our leidera mtj eipect frequent 
nprodiBtioDB oT the floeet vorks ot ut executed by tha old mutera 
Mid bj living artlita; itBO, origliul driiwlngi fivm E, A. AMief and 
Alfred Pusou, llliulnting the works ot Eogllsh poets. 

DZBOBIFTIVE ?AFEE8. . 

" An EsoLUH AuTOBN," Ulnglnted by Pareons, Cotbauld, and otbera. 
HOBWICH, bylllu LUUe, fully Ulualrated. Thb Lohdoh Subok, by 
JeodiDgB, IHuslmled by CorbauLd, Woodly, OregMy, to. Baihobal, 
lllUBtratediSo., kc. 

BEOBT BT0BIE8 AHD 8EBICHEB. 
OLD FEAItlBK XTEB NEW. 

Th« Edilor'i Bay ChaiT mi EiitoT'i J^amr luve become hoiue- 
hold words. Tbe former baa for thirty yean been conducted by QEOBax 
Wjlliah CDMTJSfBiid Its overy paragraph bears the sUnip of his eamcaL 
thougbt^floquently sod gracefijlly expresaM — on aLI subjects of currant 
■odal laurest. The Xditar'i Draair la conducted hy Cbablbs Dudlet 
Washeb. His own contrlhutloni and those accepted by blm nlll greatly 
enhance 'the eolertalnment of Ibla nnlqae miscellany of bnmorona 

IS) 



LIFE AND TIMES 

Rev. SYDNEyImITH, M.A. 

BectoT of Combe-FloTey ; Canon SetidentitiTy of St. PavFi. 
BftUd on Famllr D 



By STUART J. REID. 

The book coataios mote than (illy unpublkbed Letters, hqiI 
several unpubliahcd Essbjs aud Poeme. It is illustrated by a 
Dew Paitiait of the Kev. Sydney Smith, engraved on eteel, from 
a miniature on ivory, the property of his granddaughter, 
Misa Holland. Tiie volume is enriched with numerous Illus- 
trationa specially executed for its pages, and also one of great 
interert, drawn in 1840, by Mrs, Orote, whilst Sydney Smith's 
guest at Combe-Florey. There is aiao a facsimile of an auto- 
graph letter — now in possession of Sir Michael Hicta-Beach, M.P. 
- — addressed to Mrs. Beach, of Nether Avon. It also contains 
a considerable amount of fresh information concerning . the 
life of Nether Avon, Edinburgh, Foston, and Combe-Florey : 
and the author's endeavour has been to illuitrate, by an appeal 
to tacts, Sydney Smith's fidelity to dnty at every stage of 
his career, the practical benevolence which marked hit 
private life, and the eoaiage with which he need his great gifts 
for the public good. 
(8) 



NEW WORKS OF TRAVEL. 



i^Tc ff^uri by 

JOSEPH THOMSON, 

The African Explorer. 



w. 



THOMSON liujiulr 



COTJNTBT, openlDK dp in snlirely new, nborttr, ju 
route to THE VICTORIA NYANZA. Hr. TuoMBOii^bi 

HEaiUN— etbDDgupblully ami geograpbii^illy— a rp 

a lieli^t or 19,000 ftct, and one seen for lUe flnl lime ; magiilUcfn 

of 3,001) [at. A»lher fUlun dlKoierFd was t^e existence of i curlou 
DUroH nciidlaiial Trsugb wotalnlnga Krl» of tKiulUul laku. 

Of this intemtlns counity Mr. iTbuiniiuij turetsed over 1, 000 ml[F 
entinly new to noinpbei>, and If (he country Is interertlng. (be peopl 
UK toon aa. mbu vltltel an new tribn, aud of ihtw tbree ire In 

CDStome sra of the nwit uloulililni dtucrlptioD. Ur. Thomsuu'bad 
, llvelj' ILme aniongat lliMO Irlbea, Thry are Ibe mmt dreaded people i 

lim-agh tbem. Beeldes ibcK be dlicorereil ■ tribe lolubllUig a Kiles ( 



Mr. ThoM 



Mt. ThcmBOD'epenoiuL idventorea bive been of a perlloiu cbaraoler 
U17 rimes cluugcd by rUfn'ruruntii Bijd buffkloa «hlLo hunting ; once 
esed Into the air and ptarly lullnl, and nl auotber lime !□ tbe midst of 



DOiDKaild lUutimUna ud Map, pri» Odb <JiiiaB<k 

THE KING COUNTRY; 

OB, 

BXPI.OBATION8 IN NEW ZEAI.A2TD. 



SOKE DPIHIDBS OF TEE PKESS. 



IH THE FBESS. 
Xea Work on iht Oriat i'orili-Wat 6y Stiyblby Hill, Q.C., M.P. 

FROM HOME TO HOME ; 

AN ACCOUKT OF TWO LONG VACATIONS SPENT AT 

THE FOOT OF THE ROCKY MOUNTAINS. 
By STAVELET HILL, O-C, M.P. 
One Volume, demy 8vo., fully IlluBtraled by Woodculfl aud 
Fifteen Photograviues after Photc^raphs and Drawings 
by the AuTHOB and Mrs. Statelby Hill. 



bebtna. iDdoed.bnl in no HnydBetttd or ftrgullen. Bui wo inuBt 
Ulk or tbat uhLch IB left bebtnd ; nowbere more Ui<in In Ibe Morlb-I 
Is IbF blddlDg of the Uaslei more frsugbl wllli meaning, tbH be wbt 
put bis hanfl til the plou^Lh may nut look back. OQr ploDEhman t 

mil will briDg witb its increnslDg leagtli an Increased source of ive 
au » It. 



UTottee.— MIL HENBY M. STANLEl^S NEW 
WORK ON THE CONGO, about which we have 
numerous inquiriea, will probably not be xeady for pub- 
licatiou until the beginning of next year. 



In One Volume, demy 8vo., about 400 pp., Sixteen full-page Ghromo- 

llthographB, and Fifteen Lithographs, beautifully executed by C. F. Kell, 

after the Drawings supplied by the Author. Price One Guinea. 

THE SNAKE-DANCE OF THE M0QUI8 

OF ARIZONA. 

Being a Narrative of a Journey from Santa F^, New Mexico, 
to the Villages of the Moqui Indians of « Arizona ; with a 
Description of the Manners and Oostoms of this peculiar 
people, and especially of the revolting religious rite, the 
Snake-Dance ; to whioh is added a brief Dissertation upon 
Serpent- worship in general, with an Account of the Tablet- 
dance of the Pueblo of Santo Domingo, New Mexico, Ac. 
By John G. Boubke, Captain Third U.S. Cavalry. 



In One Volume, royal 8vo^ doth extra, 2U. 

THE HUNDRED GREATEST MEN. 

Portraits of the One Hundred Greatest Men of History,' 
reproduced from Fine and Bare Steel Engravings. 

With General Introduction by RALPH WALDO EMERSON, 

AND IMTBODUCTIOM TO 



Sec. L by Matthew Abnold. 
,. II. BY H. Tains. 
„ III. BY Max Mulleb and 
B. Benan. 

), IV. BY KOAH FOBTEB. 
(10) 



Seo. v. by a. p. Stanley. 

„ VI. BY H. Hblmholtz. 

„ VII. BY J. A. Fboudb. 

„ VIII. byPbofbssob Johk 

FiSKS. 



Artistg at Home. 

Photographed by J. P. Mayall, and Reproduced in 
Fm^mile hy Photo-Engraving on Copper Plates. 
Edited; with Biographical Notices and Descrip- 
tions, h/ F. G. Stephens. 

Imperial fblio, cloth estnt, piice ^s, 

CONTENTS: 

Sir Tredarick Lafghton, P.R.A., D.C.L., L.L.D.— William 
Calder UiTsball, B.A., U.R,S.A.— Tbomas Webster, Hon. 
Ketired B. A.— Valentine Cameron Prinaep, A.R.A.— John 
Everett Millais, R.A., D.C.L. — Samnel Cousins, Hon, Retired 
K.A. — George A. Lawson. — Marcus Stone, A.K.A. — Lawrence 
ilma Tndema, R,A.— Richard Redgrave, Hon. Retired R.A. 
— John Pettie, R.A.— Frank Dicksee, A.R. A.— George Frederick 
Watts, R.A., LL.D.— W. Hamo Thornycroft, A.K. A.— William 
Frederick Yeames, R.A.— John MacWhirter, A.R.A,— Sir John 

Gilbert, K.A.— Philip Hermogenes Calderon, R.i Briton 

Riviere, R.A., M.A.— Joseph lidgar Boehm, E.A.— Edward 
John Poynter, E.A.— Thomas Oldham Batlow, R.A.— Robert 

Wflker Macbeth, A.R.A.— George Adolpbus Storey, A,R.A 

The Right Hon. W. E. Gladstone, U.P., Professor of Ancient 
History In the Royal Academy. 



Dedicated by permission to the Queen. 

NEEDLEWORK AS ART. 

By LADY MABIAN ALFOBD. 

With over a Hundred Woodcuts, PhotograYurefl, &ad other engraviDgs. 

Royal 8vo^ doth extra. 

TO THE QU£EN.— Your Mi^esty's most gracious acceptance of the 
Dedication of my book on ** Needlework as Art," casts a light upon the 
subject that shows its worthiness, and my inability to do it Justice. Still, 
I hope 1 may fill a gap in the artibtic literature of our day, and I venture 
to lay my work at your Majesty's feet with loyal devotion. 

Mabian M. Alford. 



RECOLLECTIONS OF FLY-FISHING FOR SALMON, 
TROUT, AND GRAYLING. 

With Notes on their Hauuta, Habits, and History. By 

Edward Hamilton, M.D., F.L.S., &c. Illustrated by a 

Mezzotint Eograving by Fbancis Seymoub Hadbn, Esq., 

and other woodcuts. 8mall post 8yo., printed on handsome 

paper by Whittingham, cloth extra, 68. 

\* Also, a Large Paper Edition of which only 100 copies Jiave been 
printed, and each Copy being nombered from One upwards ; 10«. 6d. 

M AHAT£UR ANGLER'S DATS IN DO¥£-DALE. 

Being an Account of My Three Weeks' Holiday in July 
and August, 1884. By A. A. 18mo. Printed by Whit- 
tingham, Ghiswick Press. Fancy boards. l8. 

*«* Also, a Large Paper E^ditioo, printed on hand-made paper, parchment 
binding (100 only printed), price 5«. 

FBENCH AT HOME AND AT SCHOOL (First Book.) 

Contaiuino: the Accidence ; the most indispensable part 
of Syntax ; Useful Sentences for Gonversation ; the Begnlai 
and Irregular Verbs, &c., &c. ; and French-English and 
English-French Vocabularies of all the words contained 
therein. By F. Julibn, French Master of the King Edward's 
VI.*B Grammar School, Five Ways, Birmingham ; Author of 
" Petites Le9ons de Conversation et de Grammaire " ; '* First 
Lessons in Conversational French Greunmar"; "The 
English Student's French Examiner '* ; ** Phrases of Daily 
Use and Practice " ; and ** French Conversational Reader." 
Square crown 8vo., cloth, price 2& 

(12) 



IMPORTANT WORK ON THE HISTORY OF MUSIC . 

Frepailng for Publication. 

From the Earliest Times to the Present. 
By W. S. ROCKSTRO, 

Author of " The Life of Handel," " The Life of Mendelssohn," " A History 
of Music for Young Students," " Practical Harmony,'* *• The Rules 
of Counterpoint," etc. 



In One Volume, Demy 8yo, of about 460 pp., cloth, 148. 



SYNOPSIS OF CONTENTS. 

SECTION I, 

MUSIC IN THE EARLY AGES. 

An Introductory Description of the Music of the ancient Qreeks ; in- 
cluding a brief review of the Greek system, considered with regard to its 
influence upon our own. ' 

- A fuller notice of the Music sung by the early Christians ; tracing its 
later development into what is now called ** Plain Song " — the so-called 
Gregorian Music which forme so important a part of. the Roman Catholic 
Ritual, and modem Anglican Church Service. 



> >v^*r» ^*^*^W 



SECTION II. 

MUSIC IN THE MIDDLE AGES. 

An account of the rise and progress of Music in the Middle Ages ; 
dMcribing the forms of Notation from which our present system is 
derived ; showing the very early advances made in England ; and tracing 
the gradual development of these early beginnings into the full beauty 
of the so-called " Polyphonic Schools," both in our own country and 
on the Continent. 

This portion of the work will include an account of the reform effected 
by Palestrina in the latter half of the sixteenth century, showing that 
the legendary story is based on really importanthistorical facts, 
(13) 



A HISTORY OF MUSIC— continued. 



SECTION ICI. 

MUSIC IN THE SEVENTEENTH CENTURY. 

A Series of chapters describing the decline of the School of Palestrina 
and the rise of that originated by Monteverde (now popularly called 
the "Monodic Sdbool"); showing bow ftom this arose the inyention 
of the Opera, and the Obatorio; tracing the historv of these two 
popular forms of Art down to the close of the seventeenth century ; and 
describing, in detail, the advances made by Furoell, and his contem« 
poraries, in England — absolutely ignored by all Continental historians. 



SECTION IV. 

MUSIC IN THE EIGHTEENTH CENTURY. 

A series of chapters, showing the progress of the Opera in Italy, daring 
the eighteenth century ; of Sacred Music in Germany, brought to perfec- 
tion by J. S. Bach, during the sam9 period; and of the Opera, and 
Oratorio, raised, in England, to a higher state of perfection than in any 
other country, by Handel, naturalised among us, and by Ame, Croff, 
Shield, and other native musicians, whose works still live and are popular. 






SECTION V. 

MODERN MUSIC. 

The history of Modem Music (as we now understand the term), be- 
ginning with the reform originated by Haydn, advanced by Mozart, and 
still further by Beethoven, Schubert, Weber, ^hr, and Mendelssohn in 
Germany ; by Sterndale Bennett and others in England ; by Cherubini 
and others in France. Special chapters in this part of the work will be 
devoted to the progress of the modem opera, tracing its variations of 
style, &c., from Gluck downwards, through Gimarosa and Rossini in 
Italy ; Mozart, Spohr, Weber, Marschner, frc., in Germany ; Cherubini, 
Spontini, Meyerbeer, and others in France; Shield, Bishop, Balfe, 
Bgiedict, Macfarren, and others in our own country. With a final 
chapter, bringing the history down to our own day, especially in 
England. 






SECTION VI. 

FUTURE PROSPECTS. 

A chapter especially devoted to the Influence of Wagner, the style of 
his Music, and the principles enunciated in his writings ; and treating of 
the probable effect of his teaching upon the progress of Art in future 

years. 
(U) 



THE MOST IMPORTANT AND BEAUTIFUL WORK ON ORIENTAL 

ART EVER PUBLISHED. 

*,* Parts One and Two are already published. Part Three will be 
ready in December next; and Part Four, completing the work, will 
be ready in the ensuing Spring. 

THE ORNAMENTAL ARTS OF JAPAN. 

Illustrated with One Hundred Plates— Seventy in Colours and Gold* 
and Thirty in Monochrome— with General and Descriptive Text. 

By GEORGE ASHDOWN AUDSLEY. 



PROSPECTUS 

The pnrpoees of the {iresent Work, entitled " THB OBNAMEN^AL ARTS OF JAPAN." 
are twofolcL Firstly, it is compiled with the Tiew of iUnstrating the more important 
branches of the Art Industries of the conntxr, and pladng in the hands of Art lorets a 
oomprehenrire series of Plates, representing trathfoUy, in colours, gold, io., the 
finest examples of Japanese Art Work preserved in English, American, and Continental 
CoUeotiona. Secondly, it is so arranged, and its Plates are so richly supplied with 
ornamental accessories, that it forms an exhaustive work on Jafakxsk Obnakknt and 
Decx>bation, of the highest value to Designers in all branobes of Art Manufacture. 
Artists will find the Work of the highest interest, and a veritable storehouse of most 
original and suggestive material. 

The Arts which are fully described and Illustrated, are Drawing, 4>aintlng, Bn* 
graving, and Oolour Printing, on paper, silk, wood, ico. ; Bmlnoidery on silk ; Orna- 
mental Weaving, in silk and gold ; Application, Inoxusting, and Inlaying, In various 
coloured materialc ; Lacquer Working, on dilTerent matenals; Carving In wood and 
ivory : Metal Working in gold, silver, bronze, and iron ; and Cloisonne Knamelling»' 
Architecture, Eeramio Art, and certain minor Arts are touched upon so far as they are 
related to the Arts above enumerated, but are not illustrated. 

" THE ORNAMENTAL ARTS OF JAPAN " will contain ONE HUNDSED FOLTO , 
PXilTCS (measuring 16 inches by 1I( inches), seventy of which are to be in ooloun, 
gold, and silver, produced, directly from the original objects, by the most talented and 
(dcilful ohromolithografd^ artists in Paris, under the personal direction of the Author. 
The remaining Thirty Plates are to be in Monochrome, produced from Japanese Indian- 
ink Drawings, Wood Engravings, Metal-Work, Ivory Carvings, Ac, by pbotographio 
printing processes, by which absolute fidelity is secured. 

In addition to the Introductory and Ooneral Text; all the Plates will be attended by 
Deecriiitive Notices, giving the names of the collectors in whose possession the objects 
arew 

CONDITIONS OF PUBLICATION. 

The work, forming Two handsome Folio Volumes, will be issued in Four Paris en- 
closed in ornamental cloth portfolios, at intervals of about six months. The First and 
Second Parts are now pubUsbed. Part Three will be ready in December. 

The entire Edition for the sale in ENGLAND and tJie COLONIES is 
strictly limited to 690 copies.' The Author and Fublishffrs hind them,' 
selves neither to print further copies norpiMish any smaller edition. 

THE WORK WILL BE SUPPLIED TO SUBSCRIBERS ONLY, at 
the following prices prior to the issue of Part III. :— 
ARTISTS' PROOF COPIES, printed on finest Japanese paper, 
numbered and signed by the Author — ONLY FIFTY 

COPIES PRINTED FOR SALE £21 

NOTICE.— The entire English Edition of Artist's Proof Copies of**Th6 
Ornamental Arts qf Japan " is subseribedfor, amd the list is closed, 
GENERAL COPIES, printed on finest plate Paper. Ofdy 640 

copies printiedfoT sale in England and the Colonies « £15 IK 
Not^^On the issue qf the Third and succeeding Part, the Price qf tlie 
General Copies wiU t>e raised to oM subsequent Subscr^)trs* 
(15) 



Ja one volnme, large Imperial quarto, size of page 16| by llf inches, 

clotb extra, gilt edges. 
Preparing for publication early in the Spring. The price has 
not yet been decided, but it will probably in the first instance 
not exceed £8:8:0. 



IMPORT ANT WORK ON JAPANE SE ART. 

The pictorial ARTS of JAPAN. 

Illustrated with One Hnndred and Fifty Plates. Sixteen in Colours, 

and GoM. With General and Descriptive Text. 

Br WILLIAM ANDERSON, F.E.C.S., 

Late Medical Officer to H.M.S.'g Legation In Japan. Medical Adviser to the 

l^aval and Home Departments of the Japanese Government, and 

Meml)er of the Council of the Asiatic Society of Japan ; 
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in the BrUish Mu$etun. 

PROSPECTUS^ 

This collection, which was made by Mr. William AndArsnn rfm^n. « i«».- 
residence in the capital of Japan, Ib the W^Xt hw ^er te?n 'br1>Mhf 
to Europe. Upon ft has been based a series of InvitlgationL the mlhf ^ 

AvSSfjl^nJ' *' "^'^ P'^P^'"^ ^ P"*^"'^ ""^^^ the'StteT" m?e pJJtortal 
The whole of the Information offered In this work has been ealhered hv ih- 
author from the most trustworthy native source J and te/^Se^rfwiS 
placed within the the reach of European and American readtere -Sf «S2 
prehenslve nature Is sufficiently Indicated in the following ateSactof^' 
tents to obviate the necessity of a further summary. ^ aosiract of oon- 
The plates, which are to be executed In the hUhest stvle nf art iirin ^^c*i 
lute an Important feature of the volume Thfr^lllSmprS'JT^^^^ 
reproductions. In chromo-llthography and nion(ihrome;?/^fh?moJ? rlnS^ 
JfJ^t/!"*^ ''/}^^ ^'^'"'^ ^" *"^ National Collection ; a&ut eighS woiS?iS 
by the best Japanese engravers; several photograpl^s taken for the^S?^ 
lr<ym famous art treasures In different parts of the wrantriJ • and ^ iS^ 
number of other inustratlons having reference to iesubS-Sttel!^^ 

ABSTRACT OF CONTENTS. 

SEcnoN L-Q ENER A L HISTORY. 

Section II.— TECHNIQUE OF PICTORIAL ART 

Skction hi.— forms AND APPLICATIONS OF PICTORIAL ART 

Section IV.— CHARACTERISTICS OF JAPANESE ART 

APPENDIX.— Native Art Critlcism—Skeich ofChineae and Korean Art 

An Edition de Luxe, of ARTISTS' PROOFS, ^nUd on Uraer mver 

will also le issued. . *' l'«pc»*» 

V The Edition db Luxb will be strictly limited to One HundreA 

Copies, and every copy will be numbered, and supplied to subsoCL f^ 

accordance with receipt of Older. w ouDacnoers in 

^(?6f *' ^°'™" ^^ *^ Proapeotus wiU be pent on »ppli«»tioii, 



PREPARING FOR IMMEDIATE PUBLICATION. 

THE STORY OF THE LIFE AND ASPIRA- 

~ TIONS OF KOOLEMANS BEYNEN, a Young Dutch Naval 
Officer. One volume, crown 8vo., cloth extra. 



BIB AND TITCKEB, being the Recollections 

of an Infant-in-Arms. By Elsa D'Esterre-Eeeling, Author of 
" Three Sisters." Imperial l6mo., fancy boards. 

" To my horror, hang me," fairly shouted the old doctor, " if the little 
beggar isn't winking ! " 



Popular Edition, now ready, price 6f. 

HENRY IRVING*S IMPRESSIONS OF 

AMERICA, narrated in a Series of Sketches, Chronicles, and Con- 
versations. By Joseph Hatton, Author of " Clytie," *' Cruel 
London," «* The Queen of Bohemia," "To-day in America," 
*' Journalistic London," &c., &c. 



ROUND THE WORLD. By Andrew Carnegie, 

Author of " Four-in-Hand in Great Britain," Demy 8vo., cloth 
extra. 

By the same Author. 
AN AMERICAN FOUR-IN-HAND IN 

BRITAIN. 1 Vol., 8vo., with an Autotype Illustration. Price 
10s. Qd. 

" A genial, jovial, almost rollicking record of a trip in a four-in-hand 
from Brighton to Inverness ; and the high spirits and good humour of the 
writer infect the reader."— 2Vtt<fe. 

Also a cheap Pqptilar Edition^ infancy hoards^ crown 8w., price is. 



THE WOMAN aUESTION IN EUROPE. A 

Series of Original Essays. Edited by Theodore Stanton, M.A. 
With an Introduction by Frances Power Cobbb. Demy 8vo., cloth. 
Price 12«. 6d. 



DEDICATED TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE THE MARQUIS 
OF LORNEi K.T., C.M.G., &c., &c. 

ENGLAND AND CANADA: a Summer's Journey 

between Old and New Westminster. With some Historical Notes. 
By Sandford Fleming, C.M.G., LL.D., M. Inst. O.E., F.G.a, &c., 
lately Englneer-in-Ghief of the Intercolonial and Canadian Pacific 
Railways. One Volume, with Map, crown 8vo., cloth extra, price 6«. 
(17) 



ETCHED EXAMPLES OF PAINTINOS OLD 

AND NEW. With Notes by JohiT W. Mollett, B.A., Offlcier de 
L'iDStruction Publique, France; Author of Lives of Rembrandt, 
Wilkie, Watteau, and Meissonier, in the *♦ Great Artists " Series, &c. 
Royal folio, cloth extra, gilt t(^, price £l lis. 6^« Large Paper 
p:dition, £3 3s. 



THE ACCimSED LAND; or. First Steps on 

the Waterway of Edom. By Lieut.-Col. H. E. Colvile, Grenadier 
Guards, Author of " A Ride in Petticoats and Slippers." Crown 8vo. 
cloth extra. 



A STmrGGLE FOR FAME. By Mrs. Riddell. 

Small post 8vo., cloth, 65. Forming the new volume of Low's 
Standard Novels. 



NOW READY. 

MARCUS ATTRELIUS ANTONTNJJS. By Paul 

Babbon Watson. With Frontispiece Portrait. Demy 8vo., gilt 
top, cloth extra, price 158. 



NOW READY. Royal Svo. half-morocco, price 18«. 

IMDBX TO THE ENGLISH CATALOGUE 

OF BOOKS Vol. III. January 1874 to December 1880. Compiled 
by Sampson Low. 



CATALOGUE TITLES and IHDEX ENTRIEa 

Hints by Chables F. Blackbubn. Royal 8vo., 14«. 



ALL ROUND SPAIN. By Road and Rail, 

with a Short Account of a Visit to Andorra. By F. H. Dkvkrkli.. 
Crown 8vo. cloth. In the Press. 



THE FATE OF MANSFIELD HUMPHREYS, 

WITH THE EPISODE OF MR. WASHINGTON ADAMS IN 
ENGLAND AND AN APOLOGY. By Richard Grant White, 
Author of <* England Without and Within." Crown 8vx>. cloth, 6s. 
(18) 



Smtll crown 8vo., cloth extra, 112 pp., price 2«. 
THE CHAIBBIAN'S HANDBOOK. Suggestions 

and Rules for the conduct of Chairmen of Public and other Meetings, 
based upon the Procedure and Practice of Parliament. By Bboivald 
F. D. Palgbave, the Clerk-Assistant of the House of Commons. 
Sixth akd Eklabobd EnrnoN, with Additional Chapters on the Duties 

of Chairmen of Board and Shareholders* Meetings, and the Practice of 

Committees. 

THE ALOONaUIN LEGENDS OF NEW ENG- 
LAND. Myths and Folk-Lore of the Micmac, Passamaquoddy, and 
Penobscot Tribes. By Charles G-. Lrland, Author of **The 
Gipsies," &c. With Illustrations from Designs scraped upon birch 
bark by an Indian. One volume. 12mo. 8f . 

A SCHOOL BOOK OF ELECTKICITY. By J. E. 

H. GOBDOK, B.A., M.S.T.E., Member of the Paris Congress of 
Electricians, 1881 ; Author of *' A Physical Treatise on Electricity 
and Magnetism,** *'A Practical Treatise on Electric Lighting," 
*< Four Lectures on Electric Induction," etc. ; Manager of the Electric 
Department of the Telegraph Construction and Maintenance Company, 
Limited. 



FOOD FOR THE MILLION. A Guide for starting 
Public Kitchens. With Statistical Tables, Calculations of the Prices 
of Thirty-six Dishes. Statement of the Starting Expense, the 
Yearly Current Expenditure, the Gross and Net Profits of a Public 
Kitchen, and a Groand Plan. By Captain M. P. Wolff, Author of 
the ** Proposal for the Improved and Cheap Supply of Cooked Food 
to the Working Population on Self-supporting Basis." With a 
Preface by the Uev. H. B. Hawbis, M.A. Small post 8vo. 

Crown 8vo., cloth, with several Maps. In thepresg. 

OTJB HANOVEKIAN EINGS. A Short History of 
The Four Georges, embracing the period, 1714-1830. By B. C. 
Skoltowb, M.A. 

THitD AKD Chbapbb EDiTioir. Crowu 8vo., cloth, price 3«. id. 

THE PUBLIC LIFE of the Bight Hon. the 

EARL OF BEACONSFIELD, K.G. By Francis Hitchkan. With 
Portrait 

SOME HERETICS OF YESTERDAY. By S. E. 

Herrtok, D.D. One vol., crown 8vo. Bs. Coxtsnts :— Tauler and 
the Mystics; Wickliff; John Hus; Savonarola; Latimer; Cranmer; 
Melancthon; Knox; Calvin; Coligny; William Brewster; John 
Wesley . 
(19) 
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Now retdy. Crown 8to.. prlre Pm SmLLmos. 

MAKY HARRISON'S COOKERY BOOK. 

THE SEILFIIZt COOE. A Practical Mananl of 

Uodom Eiperlenu. Bv ULss Mtii HissisoM. Flrel-clw9 niplamK 

of tbe NslloMl Training Sctool for Catikerf. Sooth KeoBlnglon. 

cful CnlTectlon of Approved 

LKrectlooa. A Belectlonof 
vurjliig 9lie Bud oM. 

THE HOME KITCHBET. A Collection of Praotical 
md InespenslTu Rpcelpla. By M*btoh Hahubd. 368 Menoa and 
1200 Rec4peB of llie Bmon Brisse. In Fiench and English. Crown 



In Ibe PrtH. Demy Svn., with llluetratlons, ornamen'il cloth, price Itr. 
PLAWT LOBE, LEQENDS, AND LYRICS. 

By BicHASD FoLKAKB. JOM. EmbrMlng tbe Myths, TraditfoBS, 
SunenCltloDB, Folk-Ijore, SymboliFDi, and Laniuaae of the Flint 
Kingdom. 

NEW NOVELS. 
JACK'S COUETSHIP, Mn. Clakk RcaaELL'a New 
Thrcf-VolQQie Novel, wlU be ready for publication obont tbe end of 

EWSIiAVED. A Novel. By Robkbt J. LAwasiAW db 



ILLUSTRATED H ANDBOOKS OF HI STORY OF ART. 

Eacll volxane and 
qfOeM 

ENGLISH PAINTERS. 
BIT Joabua BayCDiaB. Br F. S. Pclliho, H.A. 3i. id. 
WllUftm Hogarth. Bj Aosns IJosbom. at. M. 
OaliiBboroiigb uid OoUBtable. B;a. Bboce-Abhold, M.A. 3i. M. 
Sir Thomw) Lswranoe and Oooraa Bamner* Bt Idrd Rohali 

GawKB, r.S.A. 21. ed. 
Xumai. By Coeuo Hohkuodbe. 3t. Sd. 

Sii DavldWUkle: AMamolT. Bf J. W. Hollett, B.A. 3s.isd. 
Sir Xdwtn IinnOBeai : A Msmolr. By F. Q. STSPHiHa. U. «cL 



ly C. M. 

Fni BHitolommeo, Alberttnelll, and Andiaa del Sarto. By 

Ohiberll uicl Donatelo. Bj Leadeb Scott. U. Bd, 
MautegiiBBndTFiuiola. By JnuiCABiffiiaHT. 3i.M. 
LoonftTdo da Vlnol. By pr. J. P. Richtke. Di, M. 

- iae- _. 
Em. B;B 

SPANISH PAINTERS. 

UurlllD. By /lleh E. UmoB. ' 2>. ed. ' 

TEUTONIC PAINTERS. 
Albreotit Dnier. By R, F. Efaiu. M.A. at, ad. 
THe Uttls UiwUra of aarmany. By W. B. Sc»t 



ART BOOKS— eoatinued. 

Hani HoUwlii. Bf Josipb Cohdiu, 3t. Sit. 
OTubeok ; s Memoir. Bf J. BuTiKaTaii AiinrBOH. li. CiL 
Bnnbruiilt. Br J. W. MoLun, B.A. 3i. M. 
Knbcni. By C. W. Eett, H.A. 3i. M. 
Vui Syolc and Hall. By p. B.BuD, B.A. 3(. Cil. 
Th« Tigare FnlDtcrs of HoUuUU By Lord Bohuji Qowib, F.S.A 
3t. Cd. 

FRENCH PAINTERS. 

OlatliU Lomln. By O. J. I>dllea, 2i. M. 
W»tt*iu. By J. W. MoLLETT, B.A. 2i. Sd. 
Vem(t Bud Stlaraclie. By J. Rduix Bkd, 3i, Sd. 
BoQuaku kna Millet. By W. £. EUhlbi. £t. td. 
MclMonlsr 1 & Mamolr. By J. W. Uollett, B^. li. Cil. 



ILLUSTRATED HANDBOOKS OF ART HISTORy 
OF ALL AGES AMD COUHT RIES. 

ATOUteottire : CUiolo and Barly dulRtUn. By K. Siutb lod 

Sonlptma ; Sgyptiui, AsByriaii, Oraok, Bomau. ByO. RmroHD. Gi. 
Aiohltaotore ; OaCbia and ReuBisaftUDS. By BoaiB Smith mtd 

EDTTiU) PoTHIia. it. 

Pklstlng : Cnaiala and IMUan. By E. Poihtsb, B.A. it. 
PnlDtlDE: Oarman, IlemlBb, and Dutoh. By U. J. V. BdzioK 

and E. J. POTSTEI. It. 

Psistiua— SpADlati and Flench. By Qiukd W. Suiiu, ExaUr 
Coll. Oxon. Crown bto. 10 IlliutraUoni. aoth vtCn. Ij. 

ELEMENTARY WORKS ON ART, 

niemantaiy Hlatory of Ait, ArahtCeotuie, Bonlctore. PalsUnB. 

By N. ItAnvebs, iOO EognvlnRB. CronnSvo, CloUi IDt. AL, 
BlemeDtary HUtory ot MoDlo. BrS.II'Agjtag. CtairaS-ro. St. sd. 



RECENT BOOKS 
TRAVEL AND VACATION READING. 

TOrAQKBOF DISOOntBY IN THU ABOTIO AMD ANT- 
ArctLc Seaa and Hound U» World, Ponwlla, Mm«, Chans, »nd 
uuiimt>iu lUuaUat^oDii. By DeputT-lDBpectar-Oenenl Robert 
HcCoBHicE, K.N., F.R.C.9., CUef ^edlnl 09J«r, NatonllBl, uKl 
Gwiloitet to tlia EipeditloD. 1 vols., rofal evo., dulb, ii 3i. 

"TSMPI^iBB AMD SLBFHAHTS ; " or, NariaUTea of a 
Joume; or EiploratLoD tbrougb Upper Slam and Ijio. Bj CaBI, 
BocE. Wlb Coloured Pluce uKI numeiQuatVoodniu. 8vo,. cloUi 
eitra, SU, 

THD RITBIt aOTSiao. 7B0M T 
wlUi a Oenenl Deacih " ' " 
pology of Its WeeCeiD 1 
nmnerouB f-" -'' 

^jBaulDea. 

AOBOHB CHKYb£ : from Canton to Mandalm;. Br Arcs 
BAU. K. CowneoDB. Wilh Three Original Map! and atiool 31 
lUiutraUoM. Secood Edition. In 2 vole, demy Bvo. cloth exn 

WANDBRINaB IN A WILD COUNTBT : or, Threo Taai 
amongst Ibe Cannibals of New Brilsln. By WiLyun Powel 
F.R.Q.S., ftc UlustntloDS, Svo, lei. Aim Ciicap Edition, price i> 

THB HIGH ALPS IN WINTER; or, MouiHairmBrlno I 
Seaiub of Health. By M™. F.Bi;aN»BT. Cr.avo.Poil 



iraphi, dotl 



THH NSVKB NXVER IiAND : a Ride in Nortb Queenalmn 
Bj A. W. Stikling, T.R.a.B. Wtib Map and lUoilntions. Cro> 



By Cipt, T. HAsaauvii 



BOOKS FOR HOME READING. 



FBEDEBIC THE GBEAT and KAIHA THERESA. 
PBTBB THE OBEAT ITHB LIFE OP). By Ebobme 

"FBOM YEAR TO YEAR." By Rev, E. H, Bicbibsteih. 

lemo. Clotb, 3(, ed. 
THE I>IABY AND LETTEBS OE THOUAS HUT- 
A NAVAL CABEEB DUBINa THE OLB WAH. 



BOUANTIC STOEIBS OB THE X.EQAIj PBOPBS- 

SION. gvg, 7j.6d. 
" 0T7B SCEPTRES ISLE," AND ITS WOBXiD- 



VOIOBi_ SONG,, AND SPEECH. By Lihbok Browns md 
tr. By G. W. 
OD. 8vo, lOi. ed. 

r t:. J. knkiht. 

CEYLON IN 1883. By Johb Fekgbboh. Map bM lUns- 

■TWIXTFBANCE AND SPAIN. BjB. EsMEbTfliLBMuoH. 

A SEA QUEEN. Bj W. C. RDfiSEii. 3 vols. Crown 8to. 

SAILOB'S LAHOUAoi:. By W. C. KtrBsgu- Cmwn Sto. 
lUustraUd. St. ed. 
<«) 




VICTOR HVQO AJSTD SIS TIUE. B7 Babwd. ii3 

Illnstntloiu, to; tl gvo, daltl, 2if. 
THE HENDBI^SOHIT FAHILT I^TTEBB ANS 

JOURNALS. Two vol>., STO, clolb, 3Di. 
SANDXINQSAII ; fait and Present. B7 Hn. H. Joma. 

Seoond EdMOD. Svo, 9 UlusintiDiu, at. 94. 
ITAIjIAN BAKBLBS. BrJ.J.Juvis. Sqnaielamo.clotb.Ii. 
OID (BAU.ADS OF]. B; Her. G. LEnu. Fcap. 8TD,ai. «d. 
JOUBNAIilSTIC LONDON. B7 J. Hinoi'. Fcip. 4I0. izi. M. 
NABBATIVES OF BTATB TBIAI.B In tho NINE' 

TEENTH CENTORY. By G. L. BKOwBg. New Edition. J vgls., 

ANCIEirr aSEEK FEUALE OOSTUHE. Cro«a 

gTO, I1. M. 
CONVEE8ATION3 AND JOVBNAL8 IN EOTFT 

AND MALTA. Sf rho late K. ^V. Seniob. z Tol>.,BTO,ei It. 
THE WAR BETWEEN PERU AND OHII.E. 

" - .. ,^^ int. M. 

an Enoyolopcedia of Proas 



THB0TIC3H AMERICA. 



■- a. M*B 






THROUQH SIBERIA B) 

NDiaeroae IlluetratioDs. gvo. Ivs. m. 

■WHITTIBR'S BAT OF SEVEN ISLANDS. 

liXVES OF ILLlrSTRIOUS SHOE MAKERS. 
WiBse. Crown 8yo. Kfebt Porttiits. 101. Sd. 

EPISODES IN THE LIFE OF AN INDIAN CHAP- 
LAIN. B7 A KKTiBui CBiTLUX. With miuiy Ulustnitlofls. Syo, 

A HISTORT OF ENQLISH LITERATURE. By Prof. 

J. SCHEGE. il.id. 

STUDIES IN RUSSIAN LITERATURE. Bj 
BNOLISH DRAMATISTS OF TO-DAT. VjW.A 
SIDNEY'S ABC ADIA. NenEdJtlOD. Saudi post evo, 1 



NEW VOLUMES OF "THE GREAT MUSICIANS" SEBIEfi. 

HADYIT (JOSEPH) By Pauunb D. Towkhenu, 

Bmill pom 9vo., dgtb eitra, 3>. [iV™ rtads. 

SCHUMANN. By B. A. Fdllbb Maitlakd. Small 

i™tsvo.,cloth,3i. . [.VowrMdy. 

THE GREAT MUSICIANS, 

Edited bt P, HUEFFEE. 

Small foit auo., elulA atrn, price 3t tocli. 

1. WAGIfEH. By the Editor. 

2. WSBER. By Sir JuLiua Beskiupt. 

3. BtBrTDELSSOHN. By E. Eockbtro. 

4. SCHUBERT. By H. P. Fbobt. 

5. KOaeiML By H. EDWincs. 

e. MARCP.TiTiO. By Abbigo Boito. 
7. PUECBLL. By W. H. Cumminsb. 
S. ENQLISH CHURCH COMPOSERS. By Wu. 

9. JOHN SEBASTIAH" BACH. By E. L. Poor.B. 
10. HANDHL. 11. MOZART. 12. BBETHOVEM. 



BOOKS FOR CHRISTMAS PRESENTS. 



. El's LosHA DoaNC Edition deLnie. Fully Ulnstntal, clotb 
dii. 6d., pudimeDt 3fi«. 
Harfeb's UlouiKi, Europetm Ed. Vols. I-S, iJolh, 8(. M. each. 
Tbe Rateb. 29 LlmtntlQiiB b; dan. Dors. Imp. fol.'eBi. 
KoBiN Hood, Men-; AdventuKB. lUnslraled, ISi. 
Floeehci, b; Yrlirte. BOO lUuBtuUone, SM. 
FuEiaB, History of, by dullamel. 21 Coloured platfs, 23f. 
BDHTAh's FlMKIH'e PBOaXEBS. IIS ItlOB.. 31. id. ; gilt, t>. 
Ode VniiiiB. By Ulw HiUbtd. EdiUM de Luxe. Fully illoatratfd, 

Bebtob FoiK. By H. Blsckbum. Ill Illusirfltiong by R. Cildecott. 

SmaU 410. IDi. ed. 
Rock hk to Sr.Esp, Mothib. By Eliubcch AUou. Fully 111u«lra(ed. 



d by E. A. Abbey. 



page FlBiea. : 

HiK OF Uabi. Over awi Phouigrapbs. T vola., 4to. ti IBi. 
HoDEBH EiCHiHae OF Celbeeited FAuiTDraa. Uedinm Uo. £1 lit. «<[. 

EdIHon da Lnio, gilt top, f3 3*. 
pATunAiB or Palibidie, by Cuion Trtitnin. U FlHtDgniplu. 2 Tola. 

fiiUo,tllli. Ciiacb. 
Tui Renaiuahos of Abi ih Iiali, by Leader ScotL ISO Ei^tavliigg. 

Tbe South Afeicah Cahfaiqh, Ult. Boyal 4to, cl. £2 1«I. 
Tee Afohah Cahpaiqiis ot lelS-Sd, by S. H. Shidbolt. i toIe, Ito. 
110 Photognpbk FortnlU of Omcsrn, £3. 



BOOKS FOR THE COUNTRY. 

Heath (F. Q.>-Autiixunal Leaves. With Oolonred Flatee. lU, 

Fern Paradise. New Edition. With Platet and Plioioa. Sm. 8vo. 

12*. 6d, 

Fern World. Kew Edition. With nature-printed Coloured 

Plates. Sm. 8to. 12«. 6d. 

Qilpin's Forest Boenery. 8yo. 12s. 6d. ; Kew Edition. U. Bd, 

^ Our Woodland Trees. With Coloured Plates and Engravings. 

Sm. 8vo. 12s. 6d. 

Peasant I4fe in the West of Xngland. Crown 8vo. 6«. 

Sylvan Spring. Coloured, ^, Illnstrations. Gr. 8vo. 12s. M, 

The Fern Portfolio. A series of life-size fieu»imile pictures of 

Ferns. Imp. 4to. To he published monthly. Is, (iMo. 1, Jan. 
1884.) 

Trees and Ferns. Crown 8vo. Illustrated. 3«. 6d. 

Where to find Ferns. Crown 8vo. 3s. 



BOOKS OF ANGLING, &c. 

Fly Fishing—Salmon, Trout, and Grayling. By Dr. Edward 
Hamilton. Small post 8vo., liandsome paper. Illustrated, and with 
a .Frontispiece Etching by I^. Setmouk Haoen. Price 6s. 

Also large paper Edition, boards. 10s. 6d. 

Fishing with the Fly. Sketches by Lovers of the Art, with Coloured 
Illustrations of Standard Flies, collected by Chaklks F. Obvis and 
A. Nblson Chenky. Square cloth, 12s. ed. 

An Amateur Angler's Days in Povedale. Imperial 16mo., fancy 
boards, is. 
\* Also large pai)er Edition, printed on handmade paper, 6s. 

An Angler's Strange ISzperienoeB. By Cotswold Ists, M.A. Pro- 
fusely illustrated. 4to. 6s. 

British Angling Flies. By Michael Theakstok. Revised by F. M. 
Walb&an. Illostrated. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

Trout Fishing in Rapid Streams. By H. Cutuffe, 3s. ed. 

Notes on Fish and Fishing. By J. J. Manlet, M.A. Illustrated. 
Orown 8vo. 6s. 

Angling Idterature in England. Sm. post 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

Float Fishing and Spinning in the Nottingham Style. By J. 
W. MABTm. Coloured. Crown 8vo. 2s. 

An Xvening's Fishing. In 18 Colours. Sise, 14 inches by 10 inches. 
After OU Painting by Taroett. 6s. 

The Book of the Boaoh. By Gbbvillb FsmirBLL. New Edition. 
'Cloth, price 2s., post free* 
(28) 



LOW'S 

STANDARD 
NOVELS. 



CbJriJttovuU. 
mt-LUU BLICE. 

A Danffhter at Hath. 

TQie Trompsb Bf Hjor. 
Futcam Uu U adding 



rorthaH^or. 0.. 






Bllflor Drjden. 



BOOKS FOR YOUNO PEOPLE. 

Earabui Uu Inflexible. Bf Jdles Vbbxe. Numecona lllnBtTallaiu. 

Sqnsreclolh, V>.6d. 
Tlie Old-FoaMoned. Fairy Tales. B; Mrs. Bustok Hibhsox. 

Wilh Numenme Ulusttuloiu b; Mi» Kosiha Emhett, lllnelnUI 

ot "Pretty Peggy," Sqmre 16iiio.,eliitli extra. U. 
The Btory at Vltemn. By FniKK R. Stocktob, Author of " A Jollj 

FcUowetalp." With le full-page lUnetrationB. Crown 3vo.. clotb. ta 
Beldl'a nuly ExperleuoeB. A SUry for Cbtldren and for tbose whi 

cloth antra. 41. id. 
Heidi's Further EipeiienoeE. A Story for Cblldren and for lli<w 

wbo love Ctallilnn. By Johanna Srysi. lllDgtcated, Small poi 

Svo., cloth Bitra. 4i. 6d. 

rations. By Lord H. Sohbbeei 

The Qold Beekera; a Sequel to "Tbe Craaoee of Quluift. 

By Loots BoDSSENABii. Humeioua lUustraUona. 0Dtb entrs, gll 

edges, S(. ; plain, 6>. 
ITiiaer the Ueteor Flag ; tbe Iiog of a Mldablpman dnrina th 

Franob Hevolntlomry W>f. By Harbt COLt'NowoOD. Full 

Illustrated. Soiall poet, clotli extra, glli edgea, ej, , plain, 61. 
Farm BalladB, Farm Faatlvala. and Farm I.egendi. By Wn 

CARLRtoN. SmiU poet Sto., cloth extra, M. M. 
The Sliver Oanon. A Tale of the Wretem Plaim. ByO. Minviu 



la Seventeenth Genii 



BOOKS FOR YOUNG PEOPLE— confenwctf. 



The Young Colonists. By G. A. Hentt. Small poet 8vo., clotb, 
gilt edges, 69^ plain edges, 5«. 

Spinning-Wheel Stories. By Louisa M. Alcott. 
The King of the Tigers. A Story of Central India. By Rousselkt. 
^ Nnmerous Illnstrations. Small post 8vo., cloth extra, gilt edges, 6f . ; 

plain edges, 5n 
Up Stream: from the Present to the Past. 4to. Fancy boards, 

Perseus the Gorgon Slayer. 30 Coloured Plates. 4to. 6«. 

' The Boats of the World. 80 Coloured Illustrations. 4to. 3s. 

a The Green Bay. By Jules Verkb. Illustrated. 8yo, 6«. ; gilt, 6«. ; 
iS< ! also boards, it. 

J The Cmsoes of Gnlana. By Louis Boussenasd. Illustrated. Crown 
H.VO. 7», Sd. 

Jack Archer. By A. G. Hentt. Crown 8vo., cloth gilt, 6<. ; plain, 5«. 

The Story of Boland. Illustrations. 6s, 

The Story of Siegfried. Crown 8vo. 6«. 

Bed OlQud. By Lieut.-Ool. Butler, C.B. Illustrated. 8vo. Is. 6d. 
lotb ^1 rphe Mutiny of the " Leander." By B. Heldmakk. Illustrations. . 
Iioee*'^ Sm. postsvo. Is. Bd. 

^ An Old-fashioned Thanksgiving Day. 3«. 6(2.— Provertft. 3«. 6<2.— 
By L. M. Alcott. 

^1 ptfi Dick Gheveley. 59.— Heir of TfilflTman. 5«.— Snow Shoes. Ss.-^ 
Two Supercargoes. 6*.— With Axe and Bifle. 6».— By W. H. 
^jjjjj Kingston. 

Toung Naturalist.— Bound the Yule Log. Is. 6d. — By L. Biart. 

ii»»^j Boy's Froissart.— Boy's King Arthur.— Boy's Mablnogion.— By 
w 1^ S. Lanier. Is. 6d. each. 

^ Under the Sunset. By Brah Stoi^r. Illustrated. 8vo. 6«. 

fttU/ Fairy Tales. By H. C. Andersen. Illustrated. 4to. 6s. 

The Flowers of Shakespeare. Culoured Plates. 4to. 6s. 

^^ The Cruise ofthe Walnut Shell. 6s. 

^ Winning his Spurs. 74 Illustrations. Small post Svo. 6«.— The 
^ Comet of Horse. 6«.— By G. A. Hbntt. 



.A/4 



The Son of the Constable of France. Illustrated. 8yo. 6s. 

Bf .^ The Drummer Boy. Illustrated. Small post. 6s. 

' ^ No Iionger a Child. By M. J. Frano. Oilt edges. 4s. 
(31) 



BOOKS BY JULES VERNE. 



CELEBRATED •> TRBVELg ^-flND ^- TRJlVELIiEI^. 

Tluee Tola. Dtmj in.. Mil) pp., npnarda of IM [Iill-piige IHuetntloDi, 
I, Vhe BxplontUon ol 



AOD pp., npwardfl of 10 
" Sd.i giltodg^ I4i. eaou, 
theWiKld.— II. The Great Nailgatani.— 
Tbe Great Kiploreis. 



Illuatri 

•»- The lf(t«rE ippemlcd to osch book refer to t 
Prices given a.t tbe foot of the 



,R>»AN THE INFLBXIBM. Full or 



uwl Btroi;o£ 



I. steJit Handred i<«ajfuaB 
t The Orft.loeri^ 



i.l>.'; cliiUiEUI.ir. • Cbwiar Edmanu (d), Id ! Vd£ 
Lit Ada«, 1 Tco., b. e^r. / huh u r^), «in^ in oioui 



w 



